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The  Most  Artistic  Colored  Comic  Ever  Produced 

C'mon  Kids!  Meet  the  Crowd  who  are  going  to  Cut  Up 
for  You  Every  Week  End! 


Above  is  the  Princess, 

Demure  and   sweet, 
'With   starry  eyes  and 
Twinkling   feet. 


Slivers,  the 

Secretarial    man, 
Is  dumb  but  does 

The   best   he    can. 


And   here's   his 

Friend,  good  Dr.  Pill, 
Who   cures  most   every 

Human   ill. 


At  last!      Comes 
Nemo,    lucky    boy! 

Whose   every   dream   is 
Filled   with   joy. 


MEET  THEM  IN  THE  SUNDAY  WORLD 

Follow  Their  Adventures  in  Slumberland.       A  New  Chapter  Every  Sunday. 

Quality  Counts— that's  why  every  week  the  present,  improved  Sunday 
World  is  adding  to  its  readers.  Order  early  from  your  newsdealer. 
The  final  Sporting  Edition,  with  complete  stories  and  scores,  will  be 
delivered  Saturday  evening  without  extra  cost,  to  any  home  in  the  city. 

TELEPHONE  ELGIN  4401 

THE  TORONTO  SUNDAY  WORLD 
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Why  not 


accept  this  test  now?    Find  out  if  this 
Shaving  Cream  is  all  that  men  claim? 


By  V.  K.  CASSADY,  Chief  Chemist 


GENTLEMEN: 


5  delights 


Multiplies  itself  in  lather 
250  times. 

Softens  the  beard  in  one 
minute. 

Maintains  its  creamy 
fullness  10  minutes  on 
the  face. 

Strong   bubbles    hold   the 
hairs  erect  for  cutting:. 
Pine  after-effects,  due  to 
palm   and   olive    oil    con- 
tent. 


The  other  day  a  man  wrote  in  saying  he 
had  been  reading  my  ads  for  three  years. 
And  had  discounted  all  the  claims  I  made. 

He  wanted  to  thank  me  for  the  10-day 
tube  his  wife  had  sent  in  for!  Said  it  had 
given  him  a  new  conception  of  a  shaving 
cream. 

Maybe  you  are  in  the  same  position. 
Think  your  present  cream  or  soap  em- 
bodies the  supreme.  90%  of  the  men  who 
come  to  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  start 
from  that  point. 

That  is   why  we   say  "don't  buy."     We 
rest  our  case  on  a  test.     A  test  we  send 
you  free.     Won't  you  do  me  the  kindness 
to  mail  in  the  coupon  and  to  make  it? 
Excels  in  5  big  ways 

Palmolive  occupies  a  unique  position  in 
its  field.  Scarcely  five  years  old,  yet  it 
occupies  top  place.  More  men  turn  to  it 
every  day  than  to  any  rival.  Its  success 
is  a  much  discussed  sensation. 


It  represents  the  experience  of  60  years 
in  soapmaking. .  .the  best  men  know  in  that 
field. 

Over  130  formulas  were  discarded  before 
the  right  one  was  found. 

It  embodies  the  4  requirements  1,000 
men  told  us  that  they  wanted  most  in  a 
shaving  cream.  And  a  fifth,  for  which 
no  one  thought  to  ask,  yet  extremely  im- 
portant— strong  bubbles. 

We're  told  no  other  man  has  ever 
matched  it.  That  it  brings  to  shaving, 
delights  unknown  before. 

Now  a  test — please 

Now  in  justice  to  yourself  and  us,  we 
ask  the  courtesy  of  a  trial. 

It  may  bring  you  a  new  conception  of 
shaving.  May  let  you  find  the  advantages 
other  methods  you  know  have  always 
lacked. 

Mail  the  coupon.  Detach  it  now  before 
you  forget. 


PALMOLIVE 
SHAVING    CREAM 

Follow  with  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc. 
An  invisible  way  to  that  well-groomed  look. 


MADE    IN    CANADA 


2&36C 


FREE 


Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and  mail  to 
Dept.  B-931,  The  Palmolive  Company  of  Canada,  Ltd., 
Toronto,  Ont. 
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High-Powered  Reo  Sixes 


Superb  body  building,  com- 
pletness  of  fitments  and 
price  moderation  are  com- 
bined in  the  new  4-Door 
Brou&ham  Reo,  illustrated. 

It  is  mounted  on  the  famous 
hi&h-powered  Reo  six-cyl- 
inder chassis,  'with  vital 
power  units  cradled  in  a 
double  frame. 

Balloon  tires  are  optional 
at  a  nominal  additional 
price. 


TJEMININE  drivers  favor  Reo.  Partly 
-*-  because  of  cleanly  expressed  g,ood  taste 
in  body  lines  and  fitments,  and  to  an  even 
greater  decree  on  account  of  unusual 
driving,  safety  and  convenience. 

Significant  of  this  fact  is  the  Reo  dual  foot 
control, — a  marked  Reo  feature. 

Two  pedals  perform  tke  triple  duty  of 
operating,  the  clutch,  service  brake  and 
emergency  brake.  Positive  foot  pressure 
permits  split-second  speed  in  the  applica- 
tion of  Reo's  greatly  oversized  brakes. 

Convenience  is  further  accentuated  by  the 
elimination  of  the  usual  hand  lever,  by  the 
close-to-hand  location  of  the  ^ear-shift 
lever,  by  remarkable  ease  of  steering, 
wheel  control,  by  the  finger-tip  position 
of  switches,  and  by  unusual  front  com- 
partment roominess. 


REO  MOTOR  CAR  COMPANY  OF  CANADA,  LIMITED 

Windsor,  Ontario 


Volume'V 


TORONTO,  NOVEMBER,   1924 


Number  5 


Why  Not  a  Silence  Dictator? 

His  Duties 

pFFECTUALLY  to  silence  the  "funny  story"  teller. 

the  fellow  who  "lets  you 
in  on  the  ground  floor." 
the   Life  of  the   Party, 
the  "hard  luck"  bird, 
the  gloom  hound, 
the    "silver    lining"    pro- 
pagandist. 

the   one    who    "told   you 
so." 

the  club  bore, 
the  bridge  wrangler, 
the  spooney  couple, 
the  Mah-Jong  maniac, 
the  radio  "bug." 
the     monopolist     of     the 
telephone. 

— Andre  Saville. 
G— G— G 

Speaking  of  the  strain  of  the  life  political,  the  man 

who  cannot  afford  a  trip  South — or  West,  now  and  then 

for  his  health  had  better  stay  out  of  Ontario  politics. 

G— G— G 

"The  paramount  need  of  America  to-day  is  a  pure 

and  undefiled  faith  in  Go."  — Chicago  Daily. 

Rotarian  publications  please  copy. 


A  Drop  of  Scotch 


Al:  "I  hear  you  were  arrested  for  voting  three  times." 
Alice:  "Yes,  and  I  don't  see  why.  either.     I  was  only 
changing  my  mind." 


^e-  z^    smm 


Are  All  Men  Like  This? 

Harriet  often  wondered  whether  all 
men  were  as  disappointing  as  Law- 
rence had  proved  to  be. 

When  they  first  met,  he  made 
charming  love  to  her.  "If  you  do  not 
marry  me  at  once,"  he  declared,  "I 
shall  commit  suicide!" 

She  thought  this  perfectly  thrilling. 
For  a  week  she  read  the  newspapers 
daily,  knowing  that  a  cool,  distant  note 
that  she  had  written  would  be  found 
among  his  effects.  But  Lawrence  re- 
mained alive. 

Then  she  discovered  that  he  was 
moderately  well  to  do.  She  married 
him.     That  evening  they  quarreled. 

"If  you  leave  me,"  he  cried  reck- 
lessly,  "I   will  commit  suicide!" 

When  she  had  spent  his  small  for- 
tune, she  left  him,  with  this  threat  still 
ringing  in  her  ears. 

A  year  passed  and  he  was  still  alive. 
One  morning  an  excited  friend  brought 
news.  Lawrence  had  been  left  an  en- 
ormous fortune  by  a  relative.  Natur- 
ally Harriet  hastened  back  to  him. 

The  minute  he  saw  her,  he  flew  into 
a  rage.  "If  you  don't  get  out  of  here, 
stay  away  from  me,  I'll  commit  sui- 
cide!"   he   shouted.      Ever   since   that 


The  Doctor:     "Have  you  told  that 
His  daughter:     "Yes,  Daddy,  and 
as  usual!" 


young  pup  what  I  think  of  him  yet?" 
he  says  you  re  Wrong  in  your  diagnosis 


time,  every  day,  he  had  made  the  same 
remark. 

Harriet  often  wonders  whether  all 
men  were  as  disappointing  as  Law- 
rence has  proved  to  be  .    .    .   —G.B.J. 


Mother:     "I've  called  you  half  a  dozen  times,  and  you  don't  take  the  slightest 
notice.     I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  you  will  be  fit  for  when  you  grow  up." 
Elsie:     "Oh,  I'll  probably  be  a  waitress  in  a  lea-room." 


Five  O'clock  Tea 

Scene:      The    living    room    of    an 
apartment. 

Time:      Five   o'clock   in   the   after- 
noon. 

Characters:     A  hostess  and  a  guest. 

The    hostess : 
I  think  it  needs  a  trifle  more  sugar. 

The  guest: 
I  like  it  sweet,  too. 

The    hostess : 
And  some  lemon  don't  you  think? 

The  guest: 
Yes,  lemon,  by  all  means. 

The    hostess : 
And  just  a  bit  stronger. 

The  guest: 
Just  a  bit. 

The    hostess : 
Now,  do  you  mind  stirring  it? 

The  guest: 
Not  at  all. 

The    hostess : 
It's   so  much  better  when  it's   stirred. 

The  guest: 
Of  course  it  is. 

The  hostess : 
And  the  next  time  you  come,  I'll  have 
a  shaker.  I  can't  imagine  what's  be- 
come of  the  one  I  bought  last  week. 
Anyway,  the  bootlegger  said  it  was  his 
very  best  gin.  — John    Torcross. 


ffiH» 


Convincing 

Henry  Q.  Bloggs,  an  attorney  at  law, 

Used  flowery  language  that  hadn't  a  flaw. 

It  was  often  his  boast  that  whenever  he  talked, 

There  wasn't  a  jury  that  ever  had  balked 

At  freeing  his  client.     They  all  seemed  to  feel, 

That  his  words  were  convincing  and  his  arguments  real. 

Now  Henry  one  day  had  a  case  up  for  trial, 

And  he  reeled  off  his  sentences  mile  after  mile. 

The  jury  grew  weary  and  the  judge  fell  asleep, 

But  Henry  kept  bounding  on,  leap  after  leap. 

He  talked  and  he  talked,  and  the  case  that  he  built 

Was  perfect.     The  judge,  though,  saw  nothing  but  guilt. 

So  he  gave  Henry's  client  ten  years  in  the  jug, 
Whereat  Henry  cried,  as  he  smiled  at  the  thug, 
"You  may  laugh,  if  you  like,  at  my  long-winded  diction, 
But  you'll  have  to  admit,  my  speech  carried  conviction!" 

—W.  K.  Ziegfeld,  Jr. 
G— G— G 
One  of  the  triumphs  of  Prohibition  has  been  that  the 
majority  had  the  say,  while  the  minority  had  to  pay. 

G— G— G 

We  expect  to  read  any  day  of  a  widow  being  left  a 
oootlegacy. 


Mensem 
The  Influence  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  is  far-reaching. 


maqgI  4.  A*<>s- 


"Congratulations  !" 
"Why?" 

"I   hear  you're   engaged   to   Harry 
Smith." 

"Oh,    my    dear!       That    was    last 
month." 


It's  Been  a  Long  Time 


(Being  a  conversation  between  two 
old  friends  who  have  not  seen  each 
other  for  years  and  years). 

"Hello,  Sam." 

"'Well,  well!     If  it  isn't  Harry!" 

"It's  been  a  long  time." 

"Yep.  Must  be  five — six — seven 
— Oh,  it's  been  a  long  time." 

"What  are  you  doing  now,  Sam?" 

"Rubber  business.  I'm  on  the  road 
most  of  the  time.  What  are  you 
doing,  Harry?" 

"I'm  still  with  Wilkins  and  Hart." 

"Ever  go  to  the  'club'  any  more?" 

"Oh,  once  in  a  while.  Most  of 
the  boys  seem  to  have  drifted  away." 

"That's  right.  Bill  Wilson's  still 
around." 

"Yeh?  I  see  Ned,  now  and  then. 
You  remember  Ned  Smottsley." 

"Sure.  Haven't  seen  Ned  for — 
Oh,  it's  been  a  long  time." 

"Ned's  the  same  as  ever." 

"Yeh?      Married  yet,  Sam?" 

"Nope,  not  yet.  Say,  you've  got  a 
couple  of  kids,  haven't  you,  Harry?" 

"Boy  and  a  girl.  Boy,  three.  Girl, 
two." 


"'Gosh!     Doesn't  seem  possible." 

"Well,  it's  been  a  long  time,  Sam." 

"It  certainly   has." 

"It's    not    like    it    was    in    the    old 
days,  is  it?" 

"Nope.       It    isn't  ■  the    same    any 
more." 

"No,  it's  not." 

"Things  are  different." 

''Yep." 

"Well    let's    get    together    sometime 
soon." 

"Yes,  let's  make  it  soon." 

"You  can  always  reach  me  through 
the  'club'." 

"And    you    can    get    me    care    of 
Wilkins  and  Hart.     You  know." 

"Oh,  I  know  Wilkins  and  Hart." 

"And  we'll  have  lunch  together  or 
— something." 

"You  bet." 

"It's  been  great  seeing  you   again, 
Harry." 

"It's  been  fine  seeing  you,  Sam." 

'  'Well — goodbye. 

"So  long,  Sam." 

— Charles  G.  Shaw. 


fGjngm 


'That  fellow  writes  for  money.'' 
'Do  you  mean  he's  an  author?" 
'No.     A  collector." 


A  Few  Bits  of  Advice  to  the  Young  College 

Graduate  Who  is  About  to  Set  Forth 

Into  the  Cold,   Cruel   World 

1 .  Do  not,  during  the  first  week  of  employment, 
point  out  to  the  head  of  the  concern  his  utter  inadequacy 
for  the  position. 

2.  Do  not  habitually  arrive  at  the  office  several 
hours  late. 

3.  Do  not  make  a  practice  of  receiving  social 
callers  throughout  office  hours. 

4.  Do  not  immediately  proceed  to  demonstrate  to 
those  who  have  been  in  the  business  for  years  just  how 
to  run  their  affairs. 

5.  Do  not  demand  a  salary  greater  than  that  of 
the  boss  himself. 

6.  Do  not  insist,  at  once,  upon  re-organizing  the 
entire  office  system. 

7.  Do  not  expect  to  make  a  million  the  first  year. 

— Charles  C.  Shaw. 

G— G— G 

Constancy 

I  know  that  when  I  turn  my  footsteps  homeward, 
When  dusk  descends  and  fills  each  silent  tree, 
As  nesting  bird  that  finds  no  tedium  waiting, 
I  know  she  waits  for  me. 

And  that  is  why  I  turn  no  footsteps  homeward 
Though  homing  birds  may  seek  their  loving  mates, 
Because  I  know  that  sitting  on  my  luggage 
My  landlady  awaits. 

— Alien  Daniels. 

G— G— G 

Reflection  on  Criminology : 
it's  a  gland! 


A   Few  Snapshots  Aboard  the  Steamship 
Jazzmania 

Spottsrock,  Gerald. — On  lecture  tour.  Smokes  a 
villainous  pipe  tobacco,  which  he  mixes  himself.  Wears 
double-lensed  spectacles,  but  no  hat.  Badly  in  need  of 
a  hair-cut. 

Dalenska,  Olga. — A  cross  between  Madame  X  and 
Bella  Donna.  Goes  in  for  French  poodles  and  evening 
gowns  without  backs.  Has  all  the  "folks  back  home" 
completely  buffaloed. 

Blotz,  Oscar. — The  Life  of  the  Lounge.  A  real 
cutter-up.  Plays  everything  from  M ah- Jong  to  Sardines. 
Also  good  at  conundrums.  Always  has  a  hand  in  organ- 
izing the  concert. 

Clifflitton,  Sydney. — A  deck  walker.  Also  a  fiend 
at  shuffle-board.  Wears  a  yachting  cap  and  talks  sea- 
going.    Tells  you  all  about  the  ship's  run. 

Wissenback,  Ira. — Importer  of  Czecho-Slovak 
toothpicks.  Likely  to  auction  off  the  pool.  Spends 
most  of  his  time  in  the  smoking-room,  sponging  drinks. 
A  wise-cracker. 

Lovelight,  Kewpie. — Just  finished  her  "picture" — 
"Secret  Sins,"  and  thinks  she  will  "do"  a  little  Shake- 
speare. Is  forever  lamenting  upon  the  scantiness  of  her 
wardrobe.     Wears  a  different  get-up  every  ten  minutes. 

Bunburrage,  John  W. —  Along  way  from  Main 
Street.  With  the  wife  and  little  ones.  Invariably 
loaded  down  with  maps,  guidebooks,  and  steamer  rugs. 
Doesn't  know  why  he  ever  left  the  "old  town." 

"Al" — Smokes  Egyptian  cigarettes  and  drinks 
Turkish  coffee,  but  not  much  on  Havana  cigars.  Usually 
asleep  in  the  afternoon.  Especially  fond  ®f  peanuts. 
"The  World's  Cleverest  Chimpanzee." 

— John  Torcross. 


It's  a  gland  every  time, 


The  knight  Was  dark  and  stormy. 


fQFgCI^ 


"An  what's  your  opinion  on  the  plebiscite,  Mrs. 
O'Crady?" 

"Sure,  Mrs.  M'Cuire,  I'm  agin'  it  an  I'm  going  to 
vote  agin    it." 

I    Hate    Motor    Tourists 

Who  decorate  their  cars  with  pennants  .  .  .  who 
drive  in  their  shirt  sleeves  .  .  .  when  the  men  wear 
their  caps  backwards  .  .  .  and  the  women  wear  knickers 
.  .  .  who  whizz  by  at  60  per  ...  or  hog  the  middle 
of  the  road  at  1 5  .  .  .  who  patronize  the  hot  dog 
stands  .  .  .  who  drive  ten  to  a  car  .  .  .  who  never 
know  the  right  road  .  .  .  who  collect  souvenirs  .  .  . 
and  eat  tailor-made  box  lunches  at  the  side  of  the  road 
.  .  .  who  greet  you  noisily  in  passing  .  .  .  who  borrow 
your  tools  .  .  .  who  want  to  cash  cheques  .  .  .  who 
bring  the  baby  along    ...    I  hate  motor  tourists. 


From  the  Unnecessary  Notes  of  a  Nomad 

As  late  as  March  7,  1924,  at  the  Cafe  de  Trois 
Gentilhommes  de  Verone,  not  one  of  the  waiters  had 
ever  heard  of  Andrew  Volstead. 

By  far  the  best  place  in  Schlotzenhaussen  for 
kangaroo  cages  is  the  shop  owned  by  J.  Och  on  the 
Strassplotplitz  Platz. 

Throughout  the  entire  island  of  Fujimuri  there  is 
absolutely  no  demand  for  lorgnettes. 

Stapuli,  with  a  touch  of  baas,  is  the  favorite  dessert 
among   the   Ungah-Motoptis. 

In  the  language  of  the  Zvechi,  "Ok-toy-rumpi-sar- 
ali-mi"  means:  "The  outlook  for  the  coming  wheat 
crop  is  unfavorable." 

The  Dayton  steel  tennis  racquet  is  practically  un- 
known to  the  inhabitants  of  Fezicar. 

The  favorite  drink  of  the  Leedi  Islanders  is  water. 

Should  one  appear  clad  in  a  fur  overcoat  and  straw 
hat  in  the  village  of  Soulakow,  on  the  Vedi  Peninsula, 
one  would  be  laughed  at. 

It  is  a  fairly  well  established  fact  that  ice-cream 
soda  is  not  especially  popular  in  Angmagsalik,  Green- 
land. 

There  are  no  yellow  taxi-cabs  in  the  Sahara  Desert. 

— John  Torcross. 


"What's  the  difference  between  a  bachelor  girl  and 
an  old  maid? 

"A  bachelor  girl  has  read  Jurgen.  An  old  maid  has 
red  flannel  nighties." 


Out  of  work  Actor:     "Here!     Call  your  dog  off!" 
Acquaintance:      "Aw — Er — He's   so   fond   of   ham 
you  know." 

G— G— G 

A  Great  Event 

Alys:  "Who  is  the  gentleman  you  nodded  to?" 
Dotte:  "Oh,  he  got  up  and  gave  me  his  seat  in  the 
street  car  a  year  ago  last  March." 
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In  these  days  when  coercive  laws,  prohibitive 
measures,  and  general  restriction  are  so  popular  on  this 
continent,  it  is  only  to  be1  expected  that  university 
authorities  would  enter  into  the  spirit  of  the  times  and 
try  a  little  coercion  themselves  on  the  student  body  (and 
faculty)  which  Providence  has  seen  fit  to  put  under 
their  guidance. 

Such,  indeed,  has  been  the  case  in  those  various 
parts  of  the  United  States  where  the  industry  of  edu- 
cation has  been  standardized  and  commercialized,  and 
where  universities  are  run  every  bit  as  efficiently  as  so 
many  automobile  factories. 

Canada,  thus  far,  has  not  been  particularly  affected. 
There  have  been  no  accounts  in  the  papers  of  professors 
peremptorily  dismissed  for  refusing  to  subscribe  to  the 
idea  that  Darwin  simply  did  not  know  what  he  was 
talking  about.  This  country  has  no  university  possess- 
ing nine  hundred  undergraduate  laws  which  every  fresh- 
man is  expected  to  learn  by  heart.  Students  are  not 
required  to  account  for  themselves  outside  of  lectures 
and  there  is  no  indiscriminate  prying  into  their  private 
affairs. 


The  desire  for  standardization  in  thought  is  diffi- 
cult to  understand,  except  in  the  case  where  it  is  propa- 
gated by  some  organization  which  hopes  to  use  the  fin- 
ished standardized  product  for  its  own  political  projects. 

To  want,  as  some  American  universities  apparently 
want,  all  their  professors  and  all  their  students  to  think 
the  same  way,  is  inexplicable,  especially  if  one  believes 
that  a  university  is  a  place  whose  chief  function  is  to 
develop  independence  and  individuality  of  thought. 

Just  as  soon  as  a  university  commences  to  be  dog- 
matic about  what  its  students  should  or  should  not  be- 
lieve, it  loses  its  status  and  becomes  merely  a  sort  of 
glorified  high-school. 

Canada,  during  the  next  two  generations,  is  going 
to  stand  in  need  of  many  individualistic,  clear-thinking 
men.  These  men  our  universities  can  turn  out  if  they  are 
content  with  merely  putting  students  in  contact  with 
materials  from  which  they  can  form  their  own  opinions, 
and  do  not  succumb  to  the  temptation  of  following 
some  of  their  American  prototypes  in  forcing  ready- 
made  opinions  and  prejudices  upon  their  undergraduates. 


FGpBl^ 
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$otage  Canatnett 

HISTORY  OF  A  GREAT  MAN 

Once  there  was  a  poor  boy  who 
was  born  and  brought  up  on  a   farm. 

When  he  was  young  his  mother 
taught  him  to  read  and  he  began  to 
read  everything  he  could  lay  his  hands 
on.  He  read  the  Bible;  he  read  Pil- 
grim's Progress ;  he  read  the  Farmer's 
Advocate;  he  read  Adam  Smith's 
Wealth  of  Nations ;  he  read  Great 
Men  and  Famous  Women;  he  read 
From  Log  Cabin  to  White  House. 

He  studied  at  night  by  the  aid  of 
an  oil  lamp  when  the  others  were  all 
asleep. 

He  rose  at  four  in  the  morning  and 
milked  the  cows  and  all  the  time  he 
was  milking  the  cows  he  meditated  on 
his  high  calling,  and  while  he  chopped 
the  wood  he  nourished  his  hopes  and 
when  he  fed  the  horses  he  fed  his  am- 
bition, and  when  he  ploughed  a  straight 
furrow  he  turned  over  in  his  mind  his 
well-laid  plans. 

That  boy  is  an  old  man  now  and 
he  has  achieved  his  objective. 

He  owns  five  hundred  acres;  he 
has  five  strong  sons  and  two  buxom 
daughters;  his  barns  are  full  of  grain; 
there  are  thirteen  litters  of  pigs  in  the 
stye;  there  are  twenty  frisky  calves  in 
the  cow  sheds;  his  stallion  took  the 
first  prize  at  the  county  fair,  he  has 
money  in  the  bank. 

He  has  never  acted  against  his  con- 
science; he  has  never  bought  a  vote; 
he  has  never  made  a  speech  in  favor 
of  public  ownership;  he  has  never 
bribed  a  reporter  with  a  cigar;  ht  has 
never  had  his  picture  taken  driving  a 
locomotive,  being  kind  to  orphans,  or 
for  that  matter,  pitching  hay. 

He  has  a  few  friends;  he  has  many 
books;  he  has  an  unruffled  mind  and 
a   hot  toddy  every  night  at  eleven. 

Once  there  was  a  boy  who  was 
born  on  a  farm  and  stayed  there. 

— Stephen  Moon. 
G— G— G 
BRIDGE 

Bridge  is  usually  played  with  52 
cards  and  sometimes  with  intelligence. 
Four  hands  of  thirteen  cards  each  are 
dealt  to  begin  with,  though  if  the  play- 
ers are  superstitious,  each  may  discard 
one  and  play  with  the  remaining 
twelve.  This  lends  an  added  zest  to 
the  game,  as  no  one  is  quite  sure  what 
cards  have  been  scrapped. 


The  crux  of  the  game  is  the  odd 
trick.  The  side  with  the  most  odd 
tricks  wins.  This  sometimes  gives  the 
abnormally  constituted  player  an  un- 
fair advantage,  as  such  things  as 
wiggling  the  ears,  etc.,  are  odd  tricks 
which  it  is  difficult  to  duplicate  within 
the  confines  of  the  drawing  room.  An 
odd  trick  that  finds  special  favor 
among  some  devotees  of  the  game  is 
that  of  bidding  five  spades  upon  a 
blank  suit  of  spades  to  confuse  the  op- 
position. 

Bidding  is  perhaps  the  phase  of 
most  interest.  Here  each  player  is  en- 
tirely on  his  own,  and  has  an  oppor- 
tunity to  express  true  individuality. 
Some  prefer  to  bid  the  red  suits, 
though  the  black  have  also  a  rather 
large  following.  The  suit  picked  usu- 
ally depends  upon  the  state  of  mind 
of  the  bidder,  it  being  a  good  idea  to 
bid  red  if  you  are  feeling  gloomy  or 
low,  as  the  flash  of  red  cards  across 
the  table  may  tend  to  raise  the  spirits. 
Black  is  a  bit  too  sombre  to  have  a 
universal  appeal  in  bidding.  The  ace 
in  each  suit  is  the  high  card,  but  when 
used  to  take  partner's  king  is  of  little 
value  except  at  the  inquest. 

The  stakes  and  prizes  vary  with 
the  persons  engaged  in  the  game. 
When  four  busy  bond  salesmen  gather 
around  the  bridge-table  to  while  away 
an  afternoon,  each  is  debited  two  dol- 
lars at  the  start  to  pay  for  the  Scotch, 
the  heavy  loser  being  entitled  to  what 
remains  in  the  bottle,  if  any.  With 
women  players,  the  prize  is  usually  one 
well  blasted  reputation,  and  is  awarded 
to  some  mutual  friend  or  acquaintance 
not  present. 

There  are  several  general  types  of 
the  game,  but,  contrary  to  the  sugges- 
tion in  the  name,  London  Bridge  is  not 
always  the  most  popular  in  England. 
—W.  K.  Ziegfeld,  Jr. 

Q Q r« 

THEY  ALL  BELONG   TO 

THE  SAME  FAMILY 

At  the  Rugby  Game 

"That's  Jack  Palmer  playing  half- 
back, number  thirty-two.  Or,  no.  I 
guess  he's  not  at  college  this  year. 
The  little  fellow  is  Harvey  Denning; 
he  comes  from  up  home.  He  used 
to  be  sweet  on  Clara  Bryson,  you 
know,  the  red  haired  one.  They're 
going  to  kick  this  time.  BLOCK  IT! 
They're  going  to  return  it.  RE- 
TURN  IT!      He  returned  it.      That 


half  is  going  to  run  it  out  this  time. 
NAIL  HIM!  They  nailed  him. 
Look  at  that  play.  He  was  trying 
to  get  into  position  for  a  drop  kick. 
TRY  A  DROP.  If  that  quarter 
had  had  any  brains    .    .    . 

"Yes,  officer,  he  hit  me  without  any 
provocation!" 

At  the  Movies 

"I  know  I'll  like  this,  I  read  the 
book  first.  You  didn't!  Well,  that's 
fine;  I'll  be  able  to  tell  you  all  about 
it.  You  see  there's  a  poor  girl  work- 
ing in  a  cannery — that's  the  heroine 
there,  Myrtle  Girtle.  I  always  say 
she  has  such  expressive  eyes,  just  like 
Rover.  Rover  really  should  be  in  the 
movies  now  that  so  many  other  dogs 
are  going  in  for  it — And  so  to  the 
heart  of  Ronald  Gasper  came  the  age 
old  impulse  that  has  stirred  the  heart  of 
mankind  since  aeons  ago    .    .    . 

"Thank  you,  nurse,  I'm  feeling 
much  better  now." 

At  Bridge 

"My  dear!  What  did  you  go  no 
trumps  on?  I  was  counting  on  you 
having  the  queen  anyway.  That's 
just  like  the  last  hand  when  if  you 
hadn't  tried  to  play  through  weak- 
ness .  .  .  what's  that?  Oh,  I'm 
sorry,  did  I  play  two  cards?  Yes,  as 
I  was  saying,  you  don't  concentrate 
enough.  For  instance,  you  should 
have  known  the  Jack  was  out  .  .  . 
I'm  sorry.  Well,  the  rest  are  mine. 
No?  Well,  all  right,  play  it  out.  Oh, 
that's  right.  We're  down  three.  You 
see  I  was  counting  on  .    .    . 

"But,  Mother,  why  did  he  throw 
the  lamp  at  me  too?" 

On  the  Radio 

"There,  that's  Pittsburgh.  Is  that 
clear?  You're  sure  it's  coming  in 
clear,  are.  you?  Wait,  how's  that? 
Not  so  good?  I'll  get  it  for  you 
again ;  I  don't  want  you  to  miss  a 
moment  of  this.  It's  what  I  mainly 
asked  you  over  for.  There,  now  you 
listen  again.  Isn't  that  lovely?  Just 
forget  everything  else  but  that  beauti- 
ful music  coming  through  the  air  as  if 
from  the  angels'  harps.  Are  your  ear 
phones  on  straight?  I  think  perhaps 
I  can  get  that  a  bit  louder.  How's 
that?  What,  Schenectady?  Gimme 
the  headset  a  minute    .    .    . 

"I  can  hear  the  angel's  harps  com- 
ing in  as  clear  as  anything!" 

— /.  E.  M. 


12 


Diary  of  an  Undergraduate 

By  J.  E.  MacDougall 


According  to  the  Prep.  School  Hopeful 

Monday. — Was  approached  by  the  rugby  captain 
to-day  who  begs  me  to  accept  the  position  of  quarter- 
back on  the  team.  Turned  out  for  practice.  Made 
wonderful  showing  but  was  handicapped  by  the  forced 
attentions  of  six  or  seven  good-looking  co-eds  who  had 
turned  out  to  see  me  in  action.  Took  the  best  looking 
one  out  to  tea.  Very  clever  girl.  We  discussed  Walter 
Pater  and  Descartes  till  dinner  time.  Dinner  at  the 
Faculty  where  I  had  to  correct  a  history  prof,  regard- 
ing his  notions  of  early  Athenian  politics. 

Tuesday. — Took  part  in  the  initiation  of  freshmen. 
The  respect  with  which  these  children  regard  us  is  both 
amusing  and  boring.  Was  elected  president  of  the 
Grinning  Corpse  Society. 

Wednesday. — The  annual  faculty  ball  was  to-night. 
Mildred  came  up  for  the  occasion.  Had  to  deny  dances 
with  her  to  thirty  of  the  lads  as  her  programme  was 
already  filled  out.  Mildred  is  a  wonderful  looking  girl 
but  she  does  seem  very  small  townish  compared  with 
some  of  the  co-eds.  Am  afraid  I  hurt  her  feelings  by 
talking  somewhat  over  her  head.  She  lacks  the  intellect 
to  make  me  a  suitable  wife.  I  must  let  her  know  gently 
but  firmly. 

Thursday. — Was  congratulated  by  Prof.  Heeler 
on  my  English  essay.  Sent  a  copy  to  the  Atlantic 
Monthly  for  the  December  number.  Spent  a  very  pleas- 
ant evening  singing  college  songs  on  the  steps  of  the 
library  with  the  men  of  my  class.  Bought  a  new  pipe 
with  the  fraternity  initials  mounted  on  it. 

Friday. — Posed  for  my  picture  for  the  Collegensis. 
Used  new  centre  hair  part  which  has  met  with  more 
favor  among  my  co-ed  friends  than  the  old  way.  In 
the  afternoon  drove  into  town  with  Ted  and  Harry. 
Took  in  a  show  and  bought  a  dozen  new  pennants  for 
our  rooms.  The  sophomore  smoker  was  to-night.  Called 
on  for  speech  as  usual.  Wore  my  new  jazz  sweater  and 
plus-fours. 

Saturday. — The  day  of  the  big  game.  Scored  three 
touches  in  the  first  half,  running  three  quarters  of  the 
length  of  the  field.  Retired  only  when  injured.  Was 
carried  off  amid  great  ovation.  The  press  was  ecstatic. 
Mildred  was  there  with  the  family.  In  the  evening  we 
paraded  through  the  town  and  gave  the  citizens  a  treat. 
Brought  back  three  traffic  signals  and  a  street  name  to 
decorate  the  room.      College  life  sure  is  wonderful. 

According  to  the  Public  Who  Read  the  Undergraduate 
Novels. 

Monday. — Ordered  a  fresh  case  of  Scotch.  Spent 
morning  trying  to  remember  where  we  went  last  night. 
Gave  it  up.  Unable  to  find  hat.  Found  vanity  case  and 
strange  flask  in  coat  pocket.  Spent  afternoon  unsuccess- 
fully following  this  clue.      Trade  vanity  case  with  Pete 


for  a  satin  slipper.  He  has  three  anyway.  Will  make 
good  match  container  for  wall. 

Tuesday. — Freshman  Initiation.  Very  successful. 
Leg-breaking  and  eye-gouging  contest  was  a  brilliant 
feature.  Estimate  there  will  be  no  freshmen  at  classes 
for  two  weeks  at  least.  Feel  sure  they  had  the  real 
college  spirit  deeply  instilled.  Won  drinking  bout  in 
the  evening  with  Lambda  Gamma  Phi  man.  Retired 
early  with  feeling  of  duty  done. 

Wednesday. — Toted  nifty  Jane  from  the  Follies  to 
annual  prom.  Introduced  new  self-invented  dance  re- 
quiring only  one  square  foot  floor  space  and  avoided 
arrest  by  knocking  out  three  of  the  raiding  cops.  My 
suggestion  of  drugging  the  chaperones  was  eminently 
successful.  Had  a  row  with  Hal  Bender;  the  ignorant 
goof    actually    dragged    a    co-ed    to    the    dance. 

Thursday. — Came  to  about  noon  to-day  with  the 
aid  of  bromo  and  ice  water.  After  a  pick-me-up  wrote 
home  for  more  money  and  hired  lawyer  in  anticipation 
of  Lorraine's  breach  of  promise  suit.  Not  feeling  up 
to  scratch  so  played  poor  game  of  poker.  Lost  three 
hundred  to  Jamie.  Have  resolved  to  forego  the  inter- 
national pastime  when  I  have  a  hangover  after  this. 

Friday. — Found  my  mind  especially  keen  this  morn- 
ing  so   studied   hard   till   noon.      Completed   unbeatable 

Riddle:    When   is  a   Drug   Store   Not   a   Drug 
Store  ? 


Answer:     When  it's  a  bar! 


13 


system  for  passing  exams,  based  on  papers  of  last  seven 
years.  Drove  to  town  and  selected  new  tie.  Sopho- 
more smoker  to-night.  Was  the  last  man  to  pass  out 
for  the  third  succeeding  time.  This  gives  me  the  Golden 
Flask  permanently.  My  new  ballad  about  the  little 
French  girl  and  the  colonel  was  well  received. 

Saturday. — Holiday.  Great  relief.  Big  game  to- 
day. Won  two  hundred  and  fifty  at  two  to  one.  Took 
part  in  demonstration  down  town.  Score:  Three 
restaurants  wrecked,  two  plate  glass  windows  crashed, 
two  fire  alarms  and  one  electric  lighting  system  on  the 
kibosh  as  compared  with  the  police  score  of  twenty  stu- 
dents in  the  cooler,  three  heads  cracked  and  two  cars 
confiscated.  Not  like  the  old  days.  A  college  educa- 
tion isn't  as  lively  as  it  was. 

According  to   the  Fond  Parent 

Monday. — Very  interesting  classes  in  English  and 
classics.  I  find  the  professors  unusually  interested  in 
me  because  I  am  always  well  prepared.  Purchased  a 
new  history  with  a  charming  green  cover.  Studied  all 
afternoon  and  evening. 

Tuesday. — Decided  to  forego  athletics  this  year  as 
it  would  interfere  with  my  studies  too  much.  Learned 
all  about  King  Alfred  and  the  cakes  to-day.  Wish 
mother  were  here  to  make  me  some.     Rather  homesick. 

Wednesday. — Worked  and  wrote  home.  Had 
Mother   and   Dad's  pictures  framed. 


Thursday. — My  classes  are  such  fun  I  know  I  shall 
rank  high  at  the  end  of  the  term.  Learned  to-day  what 
Euclid  has  to  say  about  the  Spanish  Exposition. 

Friday. — Fraternity  picture  taken  to-day.  I'm  so 
glad  I  joined  the  fraternity  that  has  the  nicest  looking 
boys  on  the  campus  and  they  all  come  from  the  best 
families.  Who  knows,  I  might  marry  the  sisters  of 
some  of  them.  I  ought  to  see  a  doctor  as  I  am  afraid 
I  have  been  overdoing  my  studying.  Reading  algebra 
into  the  wee  small  hours  is  a  dissipation  of  which  I  must 
be  more  careful. 

Saturday. — Was  so  delighted  to  see  the  family  up 
for  the  game.  Mother  is  still  looking  as  young  as  ever 
and  certainly  shows  up  the  mothers  of  the  other  boys 
and  girls.  The  governor  looked  like  a  recent  graduate 
himself.  It  is  such  a  wonderful  privilege  to  get  a  col- 
lege education  I  know  I  must  do  my  best  to  make  good 
with  the  opportunities  I  have. 

According  to  the  Truth 

Monday. — Decided  to  keep  a  diary.  Will  write 
my  impressions  of  college  life.  Found  out  who  bor- 
rowed my  dress  suit. 

Tuesday. — Nothing  worth  noting  happened  to-day. 
Will  write  more  to-morrow. 

(No  undergraduate  diary  ever  got  beyond  this 
point.) 


A  Few  of  Those  Things  We 
Never  Do 

WRITE  that  letter. 
Return  that  book. 

Call  on  old  Mrs.  Stufflebeigh. 

Repair   the   broken   window   in    the 
cellar. 

Clean   out   the   garret. 

Take   that   fishing  trip  with   Jones. 

Visit  the  Gloomings. 

Save    enough    coupons    for    a    new 
bath  mat. 

Exercise  every  morning  before 
breakfast. 

Invite  the  Guzzletons  to  dinner. 

Buy  a  new  umbrella. 

Pay  that  old  tailor  bill. 

Send  that  long-delayed  wedding 
present. 

Read  that  set  of  "Famous  Authors" 
sent  us  last  Christmas. 

Be  the  first  one  at  the  office. 

Take  a  day  off — and  really  relax. 
— Charles  G.  Shaw. 
G— G— G 

Heartless  Actress:  "What,  still 
alive!  I  thought  you  said  you  were 
going  to  shoot  yourself  when  I  refused 


you 


I" 


Love-sick  Suitor:      "So  I   did,   but 
I   missed!" 


Sporting   Picture: 

Prominent  oarsman  stroking  his  eight. 


Somebody  Should  Do  Some- 
thing About: 

The  fellow  who,  in  the  middle  of 
the  story  he  is  telling,  keeps  repeating, 
"Now,  just  stop  me  if  you've  heard 
this  one  before"  .  .  .  the  girl,  who, 
after  having  kept  you  waiting  for 
three-quarters  of  an  hour,  pops  in  with 
the  query:  "What!  you  here  al- 
ready?" .  .  .  the  old  maid  who  sud- 
denly decides  to  become  a  "vamp" 
.  .  .  the  undergraduate  who  explains 
life  away  in  an  epigram  .  .  .  the 
next-door  neighbors  who  spend  the  en- 
tire day  listening  in  on  the  radio  .  .  . 
dinner  guests  who  fall  asleep  during 
the  salad  course  .  .  .  anyone  who 
thinks  he  can  beat  the  "house"  at 
roulette  .  .  .  "friends"  who  telephone 
you  at  3  a.m.  to  announce  that  they 
have  just  been  arrested  .  .  .  "chain 
letters"  .  .  .  after-dinner  speakers 
.  .  .  those  who  attempt  to  be  the 
life  of  the  party  .  .  .  the  moving 
pictures  .  .  .  cigarette  advertisements 
.  .  .  flesh-colored  stockings  .  .  . 
mosquitoes  .  .  .  Western  M.P.P.s 
.    .    .   chorus  girls'  appetites. 

— Ceo.  B.  Jenkins,  Jr. 
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Young  wife  (to  husband  who  has  been  cranking  the 
car  unsuccessfully  for  several  minutes) :  "Henry,  dear, 
maybe  it's  your  stance." 


Boys — Good-bye 

By  Madge  Macbeth 

To  the  thinker  like  you  and  me,  the  fellow  who  never 
takes  anybody's  word  for  anything,  and  contradicts 
every  statement  until  persuaded  that  it  has  emanated 
from  his  own  consciousness;  to  the  fellow,  who  rises 
each  morning  truculent  but  determined  that  the  world 
shall  not  disintegrate  through  ignorance  of  his  opinions; 
to  the  fellow,  who  realizes  that  every  cause  has  its 
effect  (and  dashed  awkward,  too,  are  many  of  'em!) 
there  can  be  no  breath-taking  jolt  in  the  announcement 
that  Man  is  becoming  extinct. 

To  the  thinker,  this  fact  is  grimly,  monstrously  evi- 
dent. 

When  I  say  "man,"  I  do  not  use  the  word  in  its 
larger  sense.  The  slow  passing  of  mankind  into  some 
super-being  is  recognized  too  widely  to  require  affirma- 
tion. No!  By  "Man"  I  mean  M-A-N — the  male  of 
the  human  species,  the  creature  whose  sphere  of  orna- 
ment and  usefulness  is  shrinking  so  rapidly,  that  soon  it 
is  bound  to  disappear  altogether. 

Proofs  are  not  lacking. 

Genealogically,  Man  is  older  than  Woman  (assum- 
ing,  of  course,   that   one   places   a   literal   interpretation 


If  the  Engaged  Male  Answered  His  Fiancee's 
Questions  Truthfully 

1.  How  much   are  you   making  per   month?      Fifty 
dollars  per  month  less  than  I  am  spending. 

2.  How  much   of   your   salary   do  you   save?      See 
above. 

3.  How  do  you  like  your  position?      Do  you  know 
of  another? 

4.  What  do  you  think  of  your  boss?      Deleted. 

5.  How    many    positions    have    you    held?       Kept 
changing,  haven't  HELD  any. 

6.  What  did  you  do  with  the  first  money  you  ever 
earned?     My  bootlegger  got  it. 


Passing  his  time  aWay. 


-isofpet- 


Would-be  Contributor:     "Do  you  need  any  jokes?" 
Editor:     "I  don't  know.     Why?     Are  you  out  of  a 
job." 

upon  Holy  Writ),  and  being  created  first,  he  must,  in 
accordance  with  natural  and  immutable  laws,  disappear 
first.  Age,  as  a  factor  in  dissolution,  is  accepted  gen- 
erally, though  reluctantly.  Man's  place  in  the  sequence 
of  Creation  is  roughly  second.  Thus — Beast.  .  .  .Man 
.  .  .  .Woman.  It  will  be  noted,  therefore,  that  Man 
is  nearer  Beast  than  is  Woman — a  fact  which  many  of 
us  have  suspected,  but  for  which  we  lacked  scientific 
proof. 

The  era  of  Beasts  has  passed.      Several  species  are 
already   extinct.      The   dinosaur,   mammoth   and   woolly 
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rhinoceros  belong  to  a  bygone  age.  Logically,  it  fol- 
lows that  Man's  day  must  also  draw  to  a  close,  and  I 
submit  that  his   twilight  has   already  begun. 

In  the  large  Scheme  of  Things,  Nature  countenances 
no  uselessness.  So  soon  as  an  object  ceases  to  function, 
it  ceases  to  exist.  Consider  the  blunderbuss,  the  periwig, 
the  stage  coach  and  the  Dodo  bird.  Likewise  Man. 
He  is  no  longer  essential   to  the  race. 

Man  does  nothing  that  Woman  can't  do.  Woman 
has  invaded  every  walk  of  life — every  industry  and  pro- 
fession. She  has  become  a  doctor,  lawyer,  politician, 
preacher,  organizer  and  swindler.  She  has  revised  the 
statutes  so  that  hair-dragging,  ear-clouting,  eye-blacking 
and  like  disputations  are  a  criminal  offence,  and  thus, 
she  has  shorn  Man  of  most  of  his  power.  Indeed,  if 
every  male  on  the  face  of  the  earth  were  swept  into 
oblivion  to-night,  Woman  would  carry  on  quite  effec- 
tively, to-morrow! 

Just  here,  some  impetuous  gentleman  is  apt  to  insist 
that  although  Man  is  no  longer  the  literal  Provider  and 
Protector,  he  still  takes  the  initiative;  in  other  words, 
he  is  the  brain  that  dominates  the  world.  Man  pro- 
poses, and  Woman  accepts. 

Pouf! 

The  entrance  of  Woman  into  the  Industrial  world, 
removed  the  last  need  she  had  of  him.  The  first  not- 
able step  forward  was  expressed  in  the  unveiling  of  her 


face.  From  that  day,  she  became  a  social  equal.  Now, 
if  scarcity  of  clothes  is  proof,  she  is  so  far  superior,  that 
Man  can  never  overtake  her.  Next,  she  hammered  at 
the  barrier  that  separated  her  work  from  Man's,  and 
rapidly,  she  took  possession  of  the  niches  he  had  hith- 
erto filled.  She  pushed  him  to  the  wall,  and  has  never 
stopped  pushing.  His  ranks  have  become  thinner.  His 
numerical  diminution  has  become  shockingly  apparent. 
Look  at  any  summer  hotel. 

And  then  prohibition ....  Prohibition  made  many 
men  beasts.     Others,  it  converted  into  ladies. 

Man — the  noble  he-animal,  is  scarce.  His  hour  has 
struck.     He  is  no  longer  a  necessity,  but  a  luxury. 

The  sentimental  spinster  simpers ....  Without  him 
we  would  have  no  romance. 

Romance?      Rot! 

Who  wants  to  be  romantic?  Who  wants  to  revert 
to  the  days  when  Woman  pretended  a  happy  submis- 
siveness,  and  thereby  raised  Man  to  a  false  position  in 
which  he  felt  himself  a  conquering  hero?  To-day,  busi- 
ness provides  romance;  not  Man. 

But  the  propagation  of  the  species.  The  point  is  a 
delicate  one,  but  may  be  overcome  by  mentioning  that 
certain  species  have  been  discovered  which  reproduce 
their  kind  without  any  masculine  interference  whatso- 
ever. This  goes  to  show  what  Woman  could  do  if  she 
set  her  mind  upon  it! 

Some  interesting  scientist  has  asserted  that  consider- 
ably before  our  dawn,  the  race  was  andregynous,  and 
that  eleven  million  years  were  required  for  the  separ- 
ation of  the  sexes.  The  logical  conclusion  is,  therefore, 
that  having  separated  them,  we  reject  the  part  we  do 
not  want.  Signs  point  to  a  rapidly-approaching  state 
of  single  blessedness,  once  more. 

Paraphrasing  the  old  saying,  then — "We  have  proven 
that  we  can  get  along  with  Man ;  we  will  prove  that  we 
can  get  along  without  him." 

Boys ....  good-bye ! 

G— G— G 


Martyrs 


"/  dinna  mind  the  bride  but  it  was  a  grand  Wedding." 
"Tuts,  man,  it  was  a  funeral." 


The  chorus  lady  in  the  back  row  who  has  to  listen 
to  the  comedian  doing  his  stuff  for  the  four  hundredth 
time. 

The  obese  usherette  in  the  toney  movie  house  who 
has  to  wear  a  different  fancy  dress  costume  every 
week. 

The  young  interne  at  the  hospital  in  his  white  coat 
who  is  continually  being  mistaken  for  an  orderly. 

The  wife  of  the  manager  of  the  complaint  depart- 
ment of  the  large  department  store,  who  has  to  be  polite 
all  day. 

The  husband  of  the  lady  orator. 

The  head  waiter  with  the  cracked  lip.         — J.E.M. 
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"Have  you  been  a  good  girl,  Doris,  while  I  was  away?" 

"Well,  I  don't  know,  Mummy.     There  seems  to  be  some  difference  of  opinion  around  here  as  to  just 
what  is  a  good  girl." 


OTgli 
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Old  Gentleman: 
Motor-cyclist: 


"Lost  something  ?' 
'Yes.     A  girl." 


;W£U^ 


On  the  Gentle  Arts 

/. — The  Gentle  Art  of  Bowing 

This  particular  art  assumes  many  and  varied  phases. 
First  of  all,  there  is  the  type  who  "gets  set"  a  long  way 
ahead.  You  can  spot  him  a  block  off.  He  transfers 
his  walking  stick,  gloves,  and  whatever  else  he  may  be 
carrying  to  one  hand,  and  begins  swinging  the  other. 
Then,  as  you  draw  abreast  of  each  other,  he  raises  the 
free  hand  to  his  headgear,  which  he  doffs  with  a  sweep- 
ing gesture.  It  is  all  very  impressive,  and  he  has  re- 
duced it  to  an  extremely  fine  point. 

Then  there  is  the  fellow  who  is  always  so  surprised 
to  see  you  that,  in  the  act  of  bowing,  he  either  drops 
whatever  he  may  be  carrying,  or  else  fails  to  complete 
the  bow.  In  either  case,  the  result  is  far  from  satisfactory. 

Again  we  have  the  type  who  forgets  the  brand  of 
chapeau  he  is  wearing,  and  reaches  high  into  the  air 
for  the  top  of  his  fedora,  when  he  happens  to  be  em- 
bellished with  a  golf  cap. 

Still  another  form  of  the  bow  takes  the  shape  of 
raising  the  hand  to  the  brim  of  the  hat,  and  then  letting 
it  drop.  By  the  time  the  hand  has  reached  the  brim,  the 
one  being  bowed  to  has  almost  always  passed  by.  The 
illusion  is  complete. 

Last  of  all  there  is  the  type  that  merely  leers  at 
you.      Let  him  remain  last. 


//. — The   Gentle  Art  of  Making  Conversation 

This  is  one  of  the  simplest,  yet,  perhaps,  most  ef- 
fective of  all  the  gentle  arts.  It  consists  in  learning  by 
heart  (1)  a  list  of  people's  names:  the  So  and  Sos, 
the  Thingamajigs,  the  Whatyoucallems,  the  Such  and 
Suches,  the  Whatshisnames,  etc.,  and  (2)  a  list  of 
simple  phrases:  "Have  you  seen  — ?"  "Do  you  know 
—  ?"  "I  wonder  what's  become  of  — ?" 

Thus,  by  combining  (1)  and  (2),  conversation  is 
at  once  manufactured.      For  example  the  following: 

"Have  you  seen  the  So  and  Sos?" 

"Do  you  know  the  Thimamajigs?" 

"I  wonder  what's  become  of  the  Whatyoucallems," 
etc.,  etc.,  etc.    ...    ad  infinitum. 

///. — The  Gentle  Art  of  Appearing  Important 

The  chief  requisite  is  an  unlimited  supply  of  neatly 
folded  twenty  dollar  bills.  These  are,  at  frequent  in- 
tervals, thrust  upon  the  various  headwaiters,  doormen, 
elevator  attendants  and  the  like  that  decorate  the  more 
prominent  hotels,  restaurants  and  cabarets  of  the  town. 
In  this  manner  it  will  not  be  very  long  before  the  thruster 
of  the  bills  will  be  accorded  the  attention  of  one  of 
definite  importance.  Whistles  will  sound  for  him,  cab 
doors  will  be  flung  open,  suites  of  rooms  will  be  placed 
at  his  disposal.  Indeed,  he  will  share  all  the  dis- 
comforts of  a   great  man.  — Charles  G.  Shaw. 
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From  January  to  November 

or 

How  I  Saved  the  Eskimos 


'Excuse  me  a  minute,"  I  croaked. 

I  HAD  long  suspected  Miss  Snigg's  intentions.    A  cer- 
tain  piercing   look   about   her   eyes,    a   certain   blood- 
curdling curl  about  her  lips  when  she  smiled,  always 
filled  me  with  a  nameless  terror.      I  was  never  within  a 
hundred   yards   of   her   but   I    felt   instinctively   that   my 
Sacred  Singleness  was  in  immediate  danger. 

And  I  had  no  desire  to  marry — least  of  all  to  marry 
the  elongated  Miss  Snigg.  Forty-five  years  I  had 
guarded  it,  my  Bachelorhood,  forty-five  long  years — 
and,  I  may  say,  against  more  than  one  frantic  assault — 
and  now,  with  a  waist  line  which  gets  in  the  way  of 
my  golf  clubs  and  a  remarkable  series  of  double  and 
triple  chins,  I  had  begun  to  feel  safe.  But  these  battling 
old  maids!  The  older  the  bolder!  And  Miss  Snigg 
was  quite  old  enough  to  have  reached  the  supreme  limit 
of  boldness. 

No  sooner  had  the  first  day  of  the  Leap  Year  ar- 
rived than  her  devilish  purpose  commenced  to  unfold. 
Oh,  I  see  it  all  so  clearly  now.  I  had  scarcely  per- 
suaded myself  that  the  traditions  clustering  about  that 
woeful  period,  which  is  slowly  drawing  to  its  end  now, 
were  but  little  pleasantries  designed  to  agitate  men  like 
me,  when  I  met  her  face  to  face  on  the  street.  She 
commenced  her  campaign  cautiously,  with  a  diabolical 
cunning  born  of  long  experience.  Avoiding  the  pierc- 
ing glance  of  those  fierce  eyes  and  the  blood-curdling 
curl  of  her  mouth,  I  remarked  that  the  weather  was  cold. 
An  innocent  remark  that,  but,  catlike,  she  pounced  upon 
it  and  added  the  alarming  conclusions  that  with  pipes 
frozen  and  all  it  was  so  nice  to  have  a  man  around  the 
house.  Then,  with  a  sickening  smile,  she  said:  "Mr. 
Blopp,  I  have  a  most  important  question  to  ask  you — " 


"Excuse  me  for  the  present,"  I  croaked,  "I  have  an 
engagement  here."  And  I  dodged  into  the  nearest  door- 
way. It  was  an  undertaker's  establishment  but  I  was 
quite  prepared  to  remain  if  necessary. 

Winter  lapsed  into  Spring.  I  walked  on  side  streets 
and  bolted  at  the  sight  of  any  thin  female  in  the  dis- 
tance. Spring  became  Summer.  I  refused  to  answer 
my  telephone.  Then,  when  I  was  off  my  guard  for  an 
instant,  she  suddenly  parked  her  long,  lean  figure  down 
beside  me  in  a  street  car.  And  again  that  soul-chilling 
question — "Oh,  Mr.  Blopp,  I  have  a  most  important 
question  to  ask  you.  And  I  won't  take  'no*  for  an 
answer.      Will  you " 

"Pardon  me,  not  here!"  I  gasped.  "My  street!" 
And  I  alighted  fifteen  blocks  from  home. 

As  Summer  dragged  into  Fall  hope  returned.  The 
end  of  the  Leap  Year  was  not  far  off.  Then  this  week, 
without  warning,  without  mercy,  Matrimony  seemed 
about  to  crash  down  upon  me  in  an  overwhelming,  in- 
escapable, devastating  avalanche! 

A  faint  knock  at  my  office  door — before  me  stood 
my  Terror!  Vaguely  I  groped  in  my  poor,  weak, 
bachelor  brain  for  some  excuse,  some  method  of  refusal 
but  I  knew  it  was  useless.     I  knew  I  was  in  her  grasp. 

She  came  straight  to  the  point.  "Mr.  Blopp,  you 
naughty  man,  for  months  you  have  avoided  me.  (I 
shook  like  a  leaf  or,  more  accurately,  like  a  jelly).  And 
now  I  insist  on  an  answer.     I  have  come  to — " 

"Yes,  yes,  go  on,"  I  gurgled. 

"I  hesitate  to  ask  you 

"To  wh-wh-what?" 

"To  become " 


"Ah,  yes,  of  course. 
I  still  sparred  for  time). 


(I  saw  the  game  was  ap  but 
Yes,  yes,  to  become " 


"You  see,  it's  such  a  personal,  such  a  delicate  mat- 
ter, isn't  it " 

"Yes,  of  course.  (It  was  all  over  now).  To  be- 
come what " 


"Well,  as  you  insist,  to  become  a  subscriber  to  our 
fund  to  buy  woollen  underclothing  for  the  poor  Eskimo 
children." 

And  that  is  how  I  came  to  purchase  the  trousseau  of 
just  about  every  Eskimo  bride  of  the  current  Leap 
Year.  — Bruce  Hutchison. 

G— G— G 

That  Evening 

Clarinda  knew  that  the  end  would  have  to  come 
sooner  or  later.  She  hoped  it  would  not  be  long  now  as 
she  sat  that  evening  watching  her  husband  at  his  dinner. 
When  would  the  end  come?  Then  suddenly  it  arrived. 
She  wished  he  would  not  eat  his  spaghetti  that  way. 
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Two  Bucks  and  a  kick 


A  WEA(<. 
FLYING  WING 


3ucKlNG 
"THE   LINE. 


A  FAKE-  BUCK 


?  ?   ? 


An  exchange  of  kicks 


A    DELAYED  PASS. 


Hat^f!0]^- 


Football  Terms 
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The  Moderation  League 

of  Ontario 


President,  Mr.  I.  F.  Hellmuth,  K.C. 


THE  large  majorities  in  favour  of  Government  Control  cast,  one  after  the  other,  by  the  Western 
Provinces  of  Manitoba,  Saskatchewan' and  Alberta  were  not  made  possible  by  the  votes  of  only 
those  who  desired  a  change  for  the  purpose  of  personal  indulgence.  There  could  have  been  no 
adoption  of  Government  Control  had  it  not  been  for  the  votes  of  total  abstainers.  In  Manitoba, 
after  almost  a  year,  only  a  small  proportion  of  those  who  voted  for  Government  Control  has  taken 
out  permits  to  purchase  liquors. 

An  examination  of  the  figures  will  further  show  that  very  many  people  who  had  previously 
voted  for  Prohibition  had,  after  several  years'  trial,  decided  that  the  time  had  come  for  a  change. 

Why? 

Not  because  it  was  desired  to  revert  to  the  old  "Bar"  system  of  drinking. 

Not  because  there  was  any  question  about  the  universal  desire  for  temperance,  respect  for 
law,  and  decent  environment  for  the  children. 

Not  because  the  public  conscience  had  become  deadened. 

But  Because: 

There  had  grown  a  feeling,  amounting  to  a  conviction,  that  Prohibition  was  not  living  up  to 
the  prophecies  of  those  who  had  advocated  its  adoption,  and  that  it  was  creating  evils  as  great  as 
those  it  pretended  to  subdue,  but  much  more  difficult  to  deal  with. 

Thoughtful  men  and  women  do  not  ignore  what  they  experience  and  observe.  It  is  generally 
agreed  that  a  step  was  taken  in  the  right  direction  when  the  public  drinking  bar  was  abolished. 
But  the  good  of  that  step  has  been  challenged  by  the  enormous  traffic  done  by  the  Bootlegger  and 
the  huge  output  of  the  home-brewer  and  illicit  distiller. 

The  Moderation  League  proposes  to  hold  to  the  good  that  has  been  accomplished,  but  to  meet 
squarely  the  challenge  of  the  Bootlegger  and  the  Moonshiner. 

Prohibition  does  not  frighten  the  Bootlegger.    It  created  him,  and  keeps  him  alive. 

Does  anyone  doubt  how  the  Bootlegger  will  vote  on  October  23rd? 

Does  anyone  think  that  if  the  Bootlegger  could  be  assured  that  present  conditions  would  last 
for,  say,  ten  years  he  would  not  greatly  extend  his  business,  and  become  even  more  daring  in  his 
operations? 

In  the  meantime  the  Bootlegger  has  grown  wealthy  and  powerful.  No  matter  what  is  done  he 
will  not  now  be  easily  abolished.  Drinking  continues  on  a  scale  the  magnitude  of  which  is  unsus- 
pected by  the  ordinary  citizen,  and  consequences,  which  do  not  find  their  way  into  statistics,  but  are 
nevertheless  disastrous  to  the  individuals  concerned  and  to  the  community,  follow. 

The  decent,  self-respecting  and  law-abiding  citizen  has  been  penalised,  but  the  orgies  of  the 
other  class,  provided  they  are  conducted  with  sufficient  secrecy,  have  remained  unchecked. 

The  Province  is  also  losing  the  huge  revenue  which  those  who  desire  to  use  liquor  properly 
and  moderately,  are  willing  to  pay  for  the  privilege. 

Can  the  Province  afford  to  lose  this  revenue?  Can  it  continue  to  ignore  the  conditions  being 
created  on  every  side? 

The  answer  lies  with  the  electorate. 

With  many  of  the  ideals  of  Prohibition  the  Moderation  League  of  Ontario  is  in  entire  sym- 
pathy. The  only  motive  underlying  the  activities  of  the  League  is  that  of  a  sincere  desire  to  promote 
the  interests,  social,  financial  and  moral  of  the  Province.  There  is  no  wish  to  provoke  controversy 
or  ill-feeling.  Appeal  is  made  to  the  experience  and  observation  —not  to  the  passions  and  prejudices 
—of  the  people  of  Ontario.  It  is  contended  that  there  exist  sufficient  grounds  obvious  to  anyone 
who  does  not  wilfully  close  his  eyes  to  them  and  regarding  which  there  is  no  difference  of  opinion, 
to  justify  the  position  taken  by  the  League. 

Altogether,  the  time  has  come  for  a  change. 

Government  Control  can  be  had  by  marking  your  Ballot  as  follows:  — 


Are  you  in  favour  of  the  continuance 
of  The  Ontario  Temperance  Act? 


Are  you  in  favour  of  the  sale  as  a 

2  beverage  of  beer  and  spirituous  ^^ 
liquor  in  sealed  packages  under  ^^ 
Government    control? 


MARK 

YOUR 

BALLOT 

HERE 


Provincial  Headquarters,  9  Richmond  Street  East,  Toronto 
Telephone:  Main  8387  and  Main  1193 

F.  Gordon  Osier,  Treasurer        R.  J.  Christie,  Vice-President      C.  D.  Boyce,  Secretary 
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The  Moderation  League 

of  Ontario 


President,  Mr.  I.  F.  Hellmuth,  K.C. 


ONE  of  the  most  embarrassing  facts  that  the  advocate  of  compulsory  total  abstinence  has  to 
face  is  that  wherever  his  theory  has  been  put  into  practice  there  has  grown  a  strong  move- 
ment against  it;  further,  the  longer  the  experiment  of  prohibition  has  been  tried  the  greater 
the  opposition  it  has  created.    Time  has  always  been  against  it. 

This  movement  is  that  in  favour  of  Government  Control. 

Had  Government  Control  been  dependent  for  its  adoption  on  the  votes  of  those  who  have 
always  voted  against  so-called  prohibition,  it  could  never  have  become  the  law  of  any  Province  in 
Canada.  One  of  the  most  encouraging  things  to  those  who  have  been  active  in  the  work  of  Modera- 
tion Leagues  is  that  there  have  rallied  around  them  everywhere  men  and  women  who  in  the  past 
have  voted  with  the  opponents  of  the  Leagues. 

Contrary  to  the  statements  made  by  the  prohibitionists,  these  men  and  women  were  not  and 
are  not  concerned  with  promoting  the  interests  of  what  is  so  euphoniously  called  "the  booze  busi- 
ness." They  were  not  and  are  not  men  and  women  ignorant  of  conditions  existing  in  their  own 
communities.  They  were  not  and  are  not  ignorant  of  conditions  existing  in  other  communities. 
They  were  and  are,  for  the  most  part,  typical  sound,  sane  and  reasonable  citizens  of  Canada. 

These  men  and  women,  just  as  is  the  case  with  the  men  and  women  of  Ontario  to-day,  had 
placed  before  them  all  the  usual  stock  arguments  of  the  prohibition  propagandist.  They  had 
placed  before  them  rows  of  figures  and  lurid  statements  showing  that  prohibition  was  a  success 
and  that  Government  Control  was  a  failure. 

In  spite  of  this  the  greater  argument  of  personal  experience  and  observation  made  them  discard 
prohibition  and  adopt  Government  Control. 

It  is  impossible  to  enumerate  all  the  reasons  prompting  the  change,  but  it  is  highly  significant 
that,  to  take  one  example  only,  the  Province  of  Saskatchewan,  which  for  years  had  voted  strongly, 
whenever  opportunity  arose,  in  favor  of  prohibition,  should  last  year  have  voted  decisively  against 
it;  and  the  significance  of  this  increased  when  there  is  taken  into  account  what  the  people  have 
been  told  in  Ontario  regarding  Manitoba.  The  people  in  Saskatchewan  have,  by  their  geographical 
position,  a  much  better  opportunity  of  knowing  the  conditions  in  Manitoba  than  have  those  in 
Ontario,  and  it  will  not  be  questioned  that  they  had  a  much  better  opportunity  of  knowing  the 
conditions  in  their  own  Province  than  people  residing  elsewhere. 

Let  it  be  remembered  that  the  system  in  Manitoba  had  been  in  operation  many  months  before 
the  people  in  Saskatchewan  voted  on  this  question. 

The  conclusions  are  irresistible. 

Prohibition  was  considered  a  lamentable  failure  in  Manitoba,  a  lamentable  failure  in  Alberta, 
and  a  lamentable  failure  in  Saskatchewan.  For  their  prohibitory  laws  these  Provinces  adopted  a 
policy  of  Government  Control. 

And  Prohibition  has  been  a  lamentable  failure  in  Ontario. 

There  is  no  substantial  evidence  anywhere  that  any  of  these  Western  Provinces  would  revert 
to  its  old  prohibitory  system. 

On  the  other  hand,  after  less  than  twelve  months,  the  revenues  of  the  Province  of  Manitoba 
have  been  increased  by  more  than  a  million  dollars  and  for  the  first  time  in  years  they  have  balanced 
their  budget. 

No  one  contends  that  Government  Control  has  yet  attained  its  last  degree  of  perfection.  It  is, 
however,  contended  that  it  is  a  better  method  of  dealing  with  those  evils  with  which  prohibition 
pretends  to  deal,  and  that  in  addition  the  revenues  of  the  Province  benefit. 

Government  Control  can  be  had  by  marking  your  Ballot  as  follows: 


Are  you  in  favour  of  the  continuance 
of  The  Ontario  Temperance  Act? 


Are  you  in  favour  of  the  sale  as  a 

2  beverage  of  beer  and  spirituous  ^^ 
liquor  in  sealed  packages  under  ^\ 
Government    control? 


MARK 

YOUR 

BALLOT 

HERE 


Provincial  Headquarters,  9  Richmond  Street  East,  Toronto 
Telephone:  Main  8387  and  Main  1193 

F.  Gordon  Osier,  Treasurer        R.  J.  Christie,  Vice-President      C.  D.  Boyce,  Secretary 
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THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  GIRL.  By  Anne  Douglas 
Sedgwick.    Thomas  Allen,   Toronto.    $2.00 

Once  upon  a  time,  according  to  this  story,  there  lived  a 
French  girl  called  Alix,  who  was  the  legitimate  daughter  of  a 
mother  who  was  an  over-amiable  person,  to  say  the  least.  This 
beautiful  creature  had  one  gentleman  friend  called  Owen,  an 
Englishman,  killed  in  the  war.  To  the  English  home  of  Owen 
the  mother  decides  to  send  Alix.  Alix  is  misunderstood  by 
one  and  all  except  Giles,  the  brother  of  Owen.  The  develop- 
ment of  a  beautiful  friendship  between  these  two,  the  many 
racial  differences  between  French  and  English  people,  the  dif- 
ference between  love  and  l'amour  are  worked  into  a  main  theme 
of  a  story  that  is  exquisitely  told.  Readers,  young  and  old, 
grown  sick  and  weary  of  the  seemingly  endless  flow  of  pic- 
tures of  the  new  freedom  of  present-day  youth,  are  offered  this 
pleasant  and  tonic  sedative  by  Old  Doctor  Goblin. 

A  PASSAGE  TO  INDIA.  By  E.  M.  Forster.  You  will 
read  this  one  anyway.      It  doesn't  matter  what  we  might  say. 

THE  PUPPET  MASTER.  By  Robert  Nathan.  Lose 
no  time  in  reading  this  delightful  story,  if  you  haven't  already 
done  so. 

THE  GOLDEN  BED.  By  Wallace  Irwin.  All  goes  to 
show  what  may  happen  to  a  proud  and  haughty  lady  when  she 
marries  a  self-made  candy  millionaire.      (Not  Sugar/Daddy). 

THE  COAST  OF  FOLLY.  By  Coningsby  Dawson. 
Heroine,  Joyce  Gathway,  (soft  music).  "She's  the  kind  uva 
gurl  that  men  forget." 

PLUMES.      By  Lawrence  Stallings 
on  the  jacket  prevent  you  from  buying  it. 

YOU  GENTILES.  By  Maurice  Samuels.  No  matter 
what  your  race,  creed,  color  or  religion,  so  long  as  you  are 
100%  you  will  enjoy  it  more  than  a  K.  K.  K'er. 

GEORGIAN  STORIES,  1924.  Published  by  Duck- 
worth, London.    $2.00. 

This  is  the  second  collection  of  short  stories,  mostly  by  Eng- 
lish authors,  to  appear  under  this  title.  As  good  as  the  first 
were,  this  seems  even  better.  The  book  contains  the  short 
stories  of  most  of  the  accepted  writers  in  this  genre  in  England 
to-day.  Delightful  for  a  train  journey,  for  a  hospital  stay,  for 
a  quiet  evening  at  home,  for  the  tiresome  drama,  for  the  after- 
noon it  is  your  turn  with  the  little  loved  ones,  for  the  wait  in 
your  dentist's  office,  for  the, — Oh,  for  any  occasion  that  de- 
mands a  book  that  will  engage  you  immediately  and  entertain 
you  in  the  midst  of  even  the  greatest  distractions  Let  the  Ameri- 
can annual  publication  of  similar  nature  look  to  its  laurels. 
Between  you  and  me,  I  think  Georgian  Stories  is  leading  by  a 
considerable  margin  right  now. 

ANTIC   HAY.      By  Aldous    Huxley.      Nothing   to   do 
with  herbaceous  growth.      Highly  entertaining. 


Don't  let  the  blurb 
It's  a  good  war  story. 


MATERIA  CRITIC  A.  By  George  Jean  Nathan.  Alfred 
A.  Knopf,  New  York.    $2.50. 

To  light  on  something  of  Mr.  Nathan's  is  like  finally  being 
brought  up  sharply  in  one's  seat  at  a  literary  vaudeville  show 
to  the  realization  that  here  at  last  is  something  worth  coming 
out  of  a  doze  for.  His  latest  book  is,  as  many  of  his  previous 
ones,  concerned  with  the  theatre.  Perhaps,  more  particular  atten- 
tion has  been  paid  in  this  effort  (although,  we  are  sure  his  work 
is  more  or  less  effortless)  to  the  younger  and  more  worthy  play- 
wrights. The  book  is  amusing.  Through  its  very  ability  to  rub 
you  the  wrong  way  occasionally  it  holds  the  attention.  The 
criticism  is  penetrating  and  convinces  you  that  the  author  knows 
his  ground  thoroughly,  when,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  you  may 
not  really  know  whether  he  does  or  not.  We  doubt  that  any- 
thing Nathan  writes  needs  any  ballyhoo  from  us  so  far  as  you 
are  concerned.      If  so,  why? 

THE  TATTOOED  COUNTESS.  By  Carl  Van  Vech- 
ten.    Alfred  Knopf,  New  York.    $2.50. 

Besides  books  on  cats  and  music  this  hitherto  flippant  and 
altogether  engaging  author  has  given  a  grateful  "Peter  Whiffle" 
and  "The  Blind  Bow  Boy."  Now,  comes  his  latest  work 
whose  alluring  title  lives  up  to  its  promise  of  a  thoroughly  amus- 
ing, albeit  an  understanding  tale  to  follow.  The  Countess  was 
born  in  Iowa.  She  acquired  her  title  during  a  rather  long  ex- 
cursion abroad.  Finally  she  comes  home  to  Maple  Valley  to 
mark  one  of  the  town  braves  for  her  own.  Her  actions  and 
reactions  in  the  town  of  her  origin  play  no  little  part  in  the 
non-tiresome  story  (an  unusual  sort)  of  the  middle-west.  There 
are  those,  of  course,  who  will  not  admit  "The  Tattooed  Coun- 
tess" to  the  head  of  Van  Vechten's  list.  We  are  not  of  that 
group.  Nor  do  we  think  you  will  be,  after  you  have  read  it, 
as,  of  course,  you  will.  — W.  W .  W. 

APPLIED  BUSINESS  CORRESPONDENCE.  By 
Herbert  Watson.  It  must  be  good.  I  can't  recover  my  copy 
that  I  lent. 

_   A  MAN  IN  THE  ZOO.    By  David  Garnett.     As  good  as 
"Lady  Into  Fox"  by  the  same  author. 

STUDIES  IN  MURDER.  (  By  Edmund  Lester  Pearson. 
His  "Books  In  Black  and  Red"  was  reviewed  here  recently. 
If  you  have  had  enough  of  American  murders  but  still  are 
receptive  to  criminal  accounts  you  may  read  "Memoirs  of  a 
Great  Detective"  by  John  Wilson  Murray  and  published  twenty 
years  ago  by  The  Baker  &  Taylor  Co.,  New  York.  It  will  tell 
you  that  Canada,  too,  has  had  many  atrocious  murders,  and  that 
respectable  Bloor  and  Yonge  Streets  in  Toronto  was  the  scene 
of  one  of  the  worst.     Read  and  learn. 

ST.  JOAN  {with  preface)  By  George  Bernard  Shaw.  This 
is  the  latest  play  of  the  famous  Irishman.  You  either  like  the 
Shavian  style  and  philosophy  or  you  don't.  Take  it  or  leave  it 
alone,  but  we  advise  you  to  take  it.  — W.W.W, 
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Aspirin 


Say  "Bayer"- Genuine! 


Genuine  "Bayer  Tablets  of  Aspirin" 
have  been  proved  safe  by  millions  and 
prescribed  by  physicians  over  twenty- 
three  years  for  Colds  and  grippe  misery. 
Handy  boxes  of  twelve  tablets  cost  only 
few  cents  at  any  drug  store.  Each  pack- 
age contains  proven  directions  for  Colds 
and  tells  how  to  prepare  an  Aspirin 
gargle  for  sore  throat  and  tonsilitis. 
Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (registered  in 
Canada)  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of  Mono- 
aceticacidester  of  Salicylicacid.  While 
it  is  well  known  that  Aspirin  means 
Bayer  manufacture,  to  assist  the  public 
against  imitations,  the  Tablets  of  Bayer 
Company  will  be  stamped  with  their 
general  trade  mark,  the  "Bayer  Cross." 


He:  "But  don't  you  cook  much 
more  for  dinner  than  we  can  use, 
darling?" 

She:  "Of  course,  silly!  If  I 
didn't,  how  could  I  economise  by  mak- 
ing left-over  dishes?" 

— Windsor  Magazine. 
G— G— G 

The  director  of  the  Zoological 
Gardens  was  on  holiday.  He  re- 
ceived a  note  from  his  assistant:  "The 
Chimpanzee  is  sick.  He  appears  to 
pine  for  a  companion.  We  don't 
know  what  to  do  pending  your 
return!" 

— Nebelspaller,   Zurich. 

G— G— G 

"My  dear,"  remarked  the  young 
husband,  "did  you  ask  the  milkman 
why  there  is  never  any  cream  on  our 
milk?" 

"Yes,  darling,  and  he  explained 
quite  satisfactorily.  I  think  that  it  is 
a  great  credit  to  him." 

"What  did  re  say?" 

"That  he  always  fills  the  jug  so 
full  there  is  no  room  for  cream." 

— New  York  World. 
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The  rich,  fresh  bouquet  that 
comes  to  you  from  a  cup  of 
Salada  Tea  is  just  another 
indication  of  its  superior 
quality. 

From  the  moment  the  choice 
young  leaves  are  picked 
until  they  are  sealed  away  in 
the  metal  packages  you  buy 
over  the  counter,  they  are  so 
handled  that  they  come  to 
you  with  all  the  original 
fragrance  preserved. 


"SALADA" 


ere  can  you 

ftlatc/i 

them/ 


RAJAH 

Particularly  built  for  the 
man  who  uses  a  shaving 
stick,  but  equally  efficient 
with  soap  or  cream. 
Unusual  value  at 
$1.50 


w 


MOGUL 

A  bristle  brush  of  splen- 
did quality.  Made  for  the 
man  who  uses  a  mug  but 
just  as  satisfactory  with 
slick  or  powder. 

Exceptional  value  at 
$1.25- 


NABOB 

A  pure   badger  brush. 
Ideal  for  use  with  shaving 
cream  because  it  holds  an 
abundance  of  water. 
Unprecedented  value  at 


$3.00 

,  Oft  n  r5nDr\/1 0 , 

CSET   JN_gUBBER) 

*£ather  ^rushes 
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Your  Suit  or  Overcoat 

From  Pascoes — 


Means  styles  that  young  men 
like. — They  are  the  kind  you'll 
find  here.  Wide  English  should- 
ers, straight  hanging  lines,  im- 
ported all-wool  fabrics,  and 
tailoring  that  you  can't  find  a 
fault  with.  And,  because  we're 
upstairs,  sensibly  priced. 

SUITS  AND  OVERCOATS 


$20  to  $45 


2nd  floor  Kent  Building 

YONGE  AND  RICHMOND 


w 


:e  cart 


^oj  swollen  veins 

You,  too,  will  welcome  that  relief 
which  allows  a  longer  day  of  pleas- 
ure or  a  lighter  day  of  work. 

By  applying  Absorbine,  Jr.  to  vari- 
cose or  swollen  veins,  that  disturbing 
or  distressing  acheor  soreness  quickly 
disappears.  The  frequent  use  of  this 
soothing,  pain-stopping  antiseptic 
liniment  has  also  tc irored  to  the  skin 
of  many  sufferers  its  former  smooth- 
ness. 

You  will  like  Absorbine,  Jr.  It  pos- 
sesses an  agreeable  odor,  and  is  easy 
and  clean  to  use.  In  the  medians 
cabinet  it  soon  becomes  a  first  aid  in 
a  hundred  different  ways. 

At  all  druggists',  $1.25,  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,   ioc,  postpaid. 


W.  F.  YOUNG.  Inc. 

203  Lymen  Bldg., 
Montreal. 


Other  timely  uses: 

Cots  Rheumatic  aches 

Strains  and  paina 

Bruises       Children's  hurts 


Positive  and  Negative 

"Is  you  gwine  ter  let  dat  hoss  do  as 
he  pleases?"  asked  Uncle  Ephraim's 
wife.     "Wha's  your  will-power?" 

"My    will-power's    all     right,"     he 

answered.      "You  jes'  want  ter  come 

out  hyar  an'  measure  dis  hoss's  won't 

power."  — Yorkshire  Post. 

G— G— G 

A   Keen   Argument 

"Ah  wins." 

"What  yuh  got?" 

"Three  aces." 

"No  yuh  don't.     Ah  wins." 

"What  yuh  got?" 

'Two  nines  an'   a  razor. 

"Yuh  shoh  do.  How  come  yuh  so 
lucky?"  — West  Point  Pointer. 

G— G— G 

A  friend  of  the  magistrate  came  to 
see  the  court. 

"By  jove!"  he  said,  "you  have  a 
tough  crowd  to  deal  with  this  morn- 
ing." 

"Hush,"  said  t  h  e  magistrate. 
"Those  are  the  solicitors." 

— Liverpool   Echo. 
G— G— G 

Employer  (to  new  office  boy)  : 
"Has  the  cashier  told  you  what  you 
have  to  do  in  the  afternoon?" 

Youth:  "Yes,  sir,  I  was  to  wake 
him  up  when  I  saw  you  coming." 

— Northern  Daily    Telegraph. 


Force  of  Habit 

"Why  the  noise?" 

"The  barber  is  shaving  himself." 

"But  why  the  argument?" 

"He  is  trying  to  persuade  himself  to 
have  a  shampoo." 

— Yale    Record. 
G— G— G 
Make  It  Easy 

The  deputy  warden  was  looking 
over  the  new  arrivals.  Among  them 
was  a  tall,  forlorn-looking  gentleman 
of  colour  who  seemed  to  take  it  very 
hard,  sighing  so  deeply  that  the  deputy 
asked: 

"What's  the  matter,  boy?" 

"Mah  sentence,  suh!"  was  the 
mournful  reply.  "Ah  cain't  do  all 
this  heah  time  the  jedge  done  gib  me!" 

"How  much  are  you  doing?"  in- 
quired  the   deputy. 

"Life!"  exclaimed  the  new  arrival. 

"Well,"   remarked  the  deputy,  not 
"just  do   what  you   can   of 


unkindly, 
it." 


— Everybody's  Magazine. 
G— G— G 
A  Popular  Model 

"Chuck  must  have  a  pretty  good 
car.  He  told  me  he  hasn't  spent  a 
penny  on  repairs  this  year." 

"Yes,  the  fellow  at  the  garage  told 
me  the  same  thing." 

— Yale  Record. 
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Inconsiderate 

perhaps 


By  mail,  $5.00 
Delivered,  $6.00 


-—but  it  is  so  interesting 
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When  you  come  home  at  night 

Feeling  empty  within, 

And  a  diligent  search 

For  some  food  you  begin, 

You'll  find  nothing  else 

Puts  that  craving  at  ease, 

Like  a  sandwich  or  two 

Made  with  INGERSOLL  CHEESE. 


Nothing  Like  the  Truth 

Professor:  "Why  are  you  taking  this  course,  Mr.  Brown?" 
Student:  "Er — well,  because  I  am  very  fond  of  the  subject. 
It  gives  me  a  new  insight  into  the  problems  which — er — I'm 
called  upon  to  meet  in  everyday  life.      It  has  been  an  inspir- 
ation to  me." 

Professor:  "Very  good.     Now,  Mr.  Smith,  you  tell  one." 

— Washington  Columns. 


&JL0JU    JjoJi, 


J 


^orm A  — -from  cu  Ready-letter  IDruter, 
popular  iDutlv  out  of  toLua  students. 


Their   Single   Thought 

Dauber   (airily)  :  "My  dear  fellow,  I  paint  a  picture  in  two 
days  and  think  nothing  of  it." 

Critical  Friend:  "I  am  of  your  opinion." 

— Boston   Transcript. 
G— G— G 

Not  So  Bad  as  That 

A  motor  car,  driven  by  a  girl,  in  trying  to  avoid  a  collision, 
ran  over  a  man.     The  girl  rushed  to  his  side. 

"Poor   man!"   she  said,   stooping  over   the  victim.      "Have 
you  a  wife?" 

"No,"  he  groaned.     "This  is  the  worst  thing  that  has  hap- 
pened to  me!" 

— Kansas  City  Journal. 
G— G— G 

Re  the  S.  E.  P. 

Naturally  one  feels  a  bit  backward  at  offering  advice  to 
such  an  august  institution  as  the  Saturday  Evening  Post,  but  it 
must  strike  even  the  casual  observer  that  a  great  deal  of  humor 
could  be  injected  into  that  already  humorous  department,  "Short 
Turns  and  Encores"  by  the  inclusion  of  a  few  advertisements 
from  other  sections  of  the  journal. 

To  back  up  this  statement,  one  need  only  quote  a  few 
examples  from  a  recent  issue. 

GENUINE 

Q 

EGG  NOODLES 

FOR  PARTICULAR  PEOPLE 

Joliet  Macaroni  Co.,  Joliet,  111. 

or  perhaps, 

ERICKSON  LEGS 

Warranted  not  to  Chafe. 

Beginners  get  our  test  leg  booklet  free. 

E.  H.  Erickson  Co.,  Minneapolis 

And  again  this  extract  from  the  tabloid  prospectus  of  the 

Chattanooga  College  of  Law: 

Classes  so  arranged  that 
STUDENTS  MAY  EARN  LIVING. 
Finally,  as  a  New  Orleans  soft  drink  corporation  declares 
in  1 8-point  type : 

NO  MATTER  WHAT  KIND  OF  A  SQUEEZE 

YOU  WANT— 

There's  one  to  Suit  Your  Taste. 

—J.A.C. 
G— G— G 

At  Dinner 

The  other  night  I  attended  a  dinner  party — a  typical, 
fashionable  dinner  party,  composed  of  just  those  types  that  one 
sees  at  such  gatherings,  and  there  was  the  customary  conversa- 
tion. There  was  conversation  touching  the  slump  in  steel,  the 
rise  in  copper,  the  rate  of  exchange,  the  new  eight  cylinder 
Bibisco,  the  Stuffleton's  divorce,  the  Piffleby's  dance,  and  the 
latest  fox  trot.  But  there  was  also  corn  on  the  cob,  and  mine 
was  Golden  Bantam — a  most  delicious  variety.  Now,  I  am  ex- 
tremely fond  of  Golden  Bantam — so  fond,  indeed,  that  as  I 
sat  and  munched  it,  I  became  wholly  immune  to  the  buzz  of 
vacuous  chatter  that  floated  about  me,  and  it  was  only  when 
I  had  finished  my  fifth  ear — and  couldn't  possibly  ask  for 
another — that  I  was  reminded  of  my  immediate  surroundings 
and  mentally  vowed  that  it  would  be  many,  many  moons  before 
I   again  accepted  an  invitation  to  another  dinner  party. 

— John  Torcross. 
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Zoological 

The  hippopotamus 
Kicked  up  an  awful  fuss; 

The  kangeroo 
Was  angry  too. 

As  for  the  paraqueet, 

Its  words  one  can't  repeat. 

Because  'twas  spread  around 
That  two  giraffes  were  found 

(The  Zoo's  good  morals  wrecking) 
Engaged  in  frantic  necking! 

The  elephant  was  drunk 
With  liquor  in  his  trunk. 

The  ill-disposed  hyena 
Was  deus  ex  machina. 

He  was  to  blame  because 
He  laughed  at  all  blue  laws, 

And  so  the  mild  ibexes 
Developed  strange  complexes; 

The  antelope 
Soon  took  to  dope. 

'Twas  then  the  wicked  lynx 
Began  to  mix  his  drinks. 

So  can  a  word  of  doubt 

The  human  side  bring  out? — J.E.M. 


His  Mistake 

He  saw  her  in  the  dark  and  kissed  her, 

Murmuring  in  an  undertone: 
"Who  is  it  with  lips  of  nectar?" 

She  softly  cooed:     "The  chaperone." 

— Georgia  Cracker. 

G— G— G 

Scandal 

"Did  you  notice,"  asked  one  lady  of  another,  in  the  region 
round  about  Bow  Bells,  "that  Mrs.  Awkins  'ad  a  black  eye?" 

"Did  I  not?"  was  the  answer.  "And  'er  'usband  not  out 
of  prison  for  another  week.     I  don't  call  it  respectable,  I  don't." 

— Harper's. 
G— G— G 


Student : 
brains?" 
Professor 


The  Experiment 

"Say,    professor,    how    long    could    I    live 

:  "That  remains  to  be  seen." 


—77k 


without 
Guide. 


Little  Shop  'Round  the  Corner 

1184  Bay  Street 

An  interesting  Lending  Library. 
Books   for  sale. 
Gifts  of  all  kinds. 
Cards     for    birthdays    and     other 
days. 

On  Bay  Street,  south  of  Bloor, 
and  just  around  the  corner  from 
Ashley   &  Crippen. 
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VvbaiT  could    be.    raorc 
rtjreskircC  cX  T^e   er?d  of 
a   sfrercoous   da/  tkarc  a 
delicious]/    bof   cob    of 
coffee  ? 

for    just    such  occasions 
you    should    always    keeb 

on  hand    a   tin    of    rich, 
JDorfe,     creamy t 

l3onl&rv4 

Reindeer 

toffee 

l^ody  lo  serve  op  euJdiT.02  op  boil'156  waJer. 


TOWER'S 

WATERPROOF 

COLLEGE  COATS 

THE   VARSITY 

SNAPPY        -        SERVICEABLE 

Absolute  Protection  at  Low  Cost 
ALL  THE  GO  WITH  COLLEGE  MEN  AND  BOYS 

Color  is  of  a  Pleasing 
Yellow   or   Olive 
Khaki 
MADE  IN  MEN'S 

AND  BOYS'  SIZES 
For  sale  by  the  lead- 
ing   student's    supply 
merchants 


%/ZBRI^ 

Tower  Canadian  Limited 
Toronto 

Branches: 

Vancouver  Montreal,  Winnipeg    Halifax 


KtT<nr 


A  Frieze  Out 


—Lord  Jeff. 


Goblin 


29 


It  will  become 
a  cherished  possession 

When  you  have  difficulties  to  solve  or  when 
worries  intrude — then  is  the  perfect  pipe  a 
cherished  possession.  The  NEW  ERA  is 
such  a  pipe.  It  mellows  with  time — solaces 
your  every  mood  and  becomes  "  a  friend  and 
confidant." 


This  NEW  ERA  self- 
cleaning  inner  tube  pre- 
vents all  bubbling  trouble. 


LOOK  FOR  THE   SILVER  GBD  DISC  ON  THE  STEM  i 


In  Sympathy 

Traveller:  "And  there  at  my  feet 
yawned   a   mighty   chasm.'' 

Bored  Hostess:  "Well,  I  don't 
blame  it." 

—Judge. 
G— G— G 

Identified 

"James,  as  I  passed  the  servants' 
hall  to-day  I  saw  you  kiss  one  of  the 
maids." 

"Yes,  madam;  when  would  that 
have   been,   madam?" 

"About  four  o'clock." 

"Oh,  yes,  madam,  that  would  have 
been  Jane,   madam." 

— Columbia  Jester. 

G— G— G 

The  Lady:  "I  gave  you  a  piece 
of  pie  last  week,  and  you've  been 
sending  your  friends  here  ever  since." 

The  Tramp:  "You're  mistaken, 
lady,  them  was  my  enemies!" 

— Birmingham   Weekly  Post. 


Little  Girl:     "It's  raining  Pa." 
Father:     "Well,  let  it  rain." 
Little  Girl:     "I  was  goin'  to,  Pa." 
— Drawl. 
G— G— G 

Mr.   Sims   of   Seattle 

Jack — "What's  that  large  new 
book  lying  on  your  table?" 

Mack — -"Can't  you  see?  That's 
my  memory  book." 

Jack — "Sure    enough — I    ought    to 
have   noticed    it   was    blank." — Tiger. 
G— G— G 
"Pray,  jester,  what  is  a  Knight  of 
the  Garter?" 

"A  royal   supporter,   my  lord." 

— Purple  Parrot. 
G— G— G 
Huh? 
"Do  you  like  bananas?"  asked  the 
lady. 

"Madam,"  replied  the  slightly  deaf 
old  gentleman,  "I  do  not.  I  prefer 
the  old-fashioned  nightshirt." 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 


De  Forest  CrosiCj 


— investigate  what 
the  DeForest  Crosley 
Dealer  has  to  offer  you. 
With  the  genius  of  Dr. 
Lee  DeForest — whose 
inventions  have  made 
present  day  radio  pos- 
sible— combined  with 
the  fine  production 
standards  of  Powell 
Crosley,  Jnr.  in  the 
Toronto  Factory  of 
Canadian  DeForest,  it 
is  a  product  of  con- 
siderable merit  and  un- 
usual value  that  he  will 
gladly  demonstrate  to 
you. 

Six  New  Radiophones 
at  prices  ranging  from 
$22.00  to  $450.00  bring 
radio  within  the  reach 
of  every  home.  You 
owe  it  to  yourself  to 
inspect  these  before 
making  any  investment. 

^emi  a  RadiopfrOJl©  krOi&T/cHom 

Radiophones 

Ml 


J" 


-\ 


MAIL  THIS  COUPON 

eForest  Radio  Corporation  Limited  \_ 
Toronto,    Ontario. 

Please  send  me.  free  of  charge,  full 
particulars  of  your  New  Radiophones. 
I  am  interested   in  purchasing  a  complete 

set  costing  about 

Name 

Address 

Town 

Piovince 
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For  a  Clean  Smooth 

Quick  Shave,  Use  a 

HickY 


The  Finest  Cutting  edge  in 
the  World  Can  Be  Purchased 
anywhere — 


ONE 
DIME 
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Covers  tin 


Id  . 


>vers  tne  woriu.  .^eS 
with  «atffe.  •**,. 

&»+    smiles 


s**iil 


&S 


A#l 


apwn1 


PEKISKO.AUTA 


"TO  WHICH  WE  ADO 

OVER.  700,000  OTHER 
rjEGul-AR   PEOP16  REA.O 
E^H  ISSUE  0P»UEC-E«l«w 


I  am  desired  by  the  Prince  of  Vales  to  acknowledge  your 

letter  of  Sept.  25th  and  to  thank  you  sincerely  for  sending 

him  the  current  number  of  "College  Humor",  which  he  much 

appreciates. 

Yours  faithfully, 

y  .  iouw—ua£__ 

As st.  Private^^e^e^ry.  (co/>yf"»f"t4//eAh-m«/s*»atVr£ 


Dust  and  Ashes 

The  young  wife  wandered  round  the  daintily  furnished  bed- 
room, straightening  a  curtain,  patting  a  cushion,  smoothing  the 
bed  coverlet.  Gazing  lovingly  at  the  photograph  of  her  hand- 
some young  husband  she  whispered  to  herself  that  she  was  the 
happiest  girl  alive. 

Her  glance  fell  on  a  long-necked  vase — one  of  his  presents — 
and  seizing  it  impulsively  she  pressed  her  lips  to  its  cold  un- 
responsive surface.  Carefully  holding  the  precious  thing  she 
examined  the  inside  in  case  dust  were  polluting  her  darling's  gift. 

Suddenly  the  look  of  loving  devotion  on  her  face  changed 
to  a  perplexed  and  angry  frown  and  with  a  contemptuous  ges- 
ture the  vase  was  thrust  back  in  its  place. 

So  this  was  the  explanation  of  his  late  appearance  at  the 
breakfast  table  morning  after  morning. 

He  who  had  sworn  a  hundred  times  she  was  the  most  precious 
thing  on  earth,  dallied  with  another  love!  The  man  to  whom 
she  had  confided  her  happiness  was  deceiving  her! 

Carrying  the  vase  to  the  window,  the  young  wife  emptied 
a  month's  accumulation  of  cigarette  ash  into  the  garden. 

— Passing  Show. 
G— G— G 

A  Fruitful  Topic 

A  former  M.  P.  confessed  that,  although  he  was  always 
forgetting  their  faces  and  never  remembering  their  names,  he 
had  no  difficulty  in  being  pleasant  to  his  followers  in  the  House. 

"When  I  meet  somebody  in  the  lobby  whom  I  don't  know 
from  Adam,  and  I  see  he  expects  me  to  know  who  he  is,  I  take 
him  warmly  by  the  hand,  look  straight  into  his  eyes,  and  say, 
'And  how  is  the  old  complaint?'  I  have  never  known  it  to  fail." 

— The  Epworth  Herald. 


Irate  Master  (to  negro  servant) — "Rastus,  I  thought  I  told 
you  to  get  a  domestic  turkey.     This  one  has  shot  in  it." 
Rastus — "I  done  got  a  domestic  turkey,  sah." 
Master — "Well,  how  did  the  shot  get  in  it?" 
Rastus- — "I  'specks  they  was  meant  for  me,  sah." 

— J  ack-o' -Lantern. 
G— G— G 

Needless  Expense 

On  his  return  from  London,  a  Scotsman  brought  back  a 
barometer  with  him,  and  explained  to  his  mother  that  by  it  they 
could  tell  whether  the  weather  was  going  to  be  wet  or  fine. 
"Aye,"  said  she,  "it's  a  fine  thing.  But  ye  ken  ye've  been 
wasting  yer  money.  What  do  you  think  Providence  gave  yer 
feyther  the  rheumatics  for?" 

■ — The   Tatler. 
G— G— G 

Co-operation 

A  Manchester  business  man  paid  a  visit  to  a  planter  friend 
in  Uganda,  who  was  a  keen  sportsman.  Not  without  consider- 
able misgiving,  the  visitor  allowed  himself  to  be  prevailed  upon 
to  go  lion-hunting. 

His  first  night  in  the  jungle  was  a  sleepless  one.  Next 
morning  the  two  friends  started  out  early,  and  had  gone  but  a 
short  distance  when  they  came  upon  fresh  tracks  which  the 
enthusiastic  sportsman  identified  as  being  those  of  a  full-grown 
lion. 

"Tell  you  what  we  had  better  do,"  said  the  Manchester 
man,  brightly.  "You  go  ahead  and  see  where  he  went,  and 
I'll  go  back  and  see  where  he  came  from!" 

— The  Continent. 
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Obviously 


Scene:   the  obvious   place. 
Time:   the  obvious  hour. 

Characters:  an  obvious  young  man, 
an  obvious  young  woman. 

The  Obvious  Young  Man: 
Dear. 

The   Obvious   Young  Woman: 
Yes. 

The  Obvious  Young  Man: 
Will  you  marry  me? 

The  Obvious  Young  Woman: 
This  is  so  sudden! 

The  Obvious  Young  Man: 
When? 

The  Obvious  Young  Woman: 
In  June. 

The  Obvious  Young  Man: 

"What  is  so  rare  as  a  wedding  in 
June!" 

The   Obvious   Young  Woman: 
And  will  you  always  love  me? 

The  Obvious  Young  Man: 
Forever. 

The  Obvious  Young  Woman: 

And  will  you  buy  me  all  the  hats, 
silk  stockings,  gowns,  mesh  bags, 
bracelets,  cigarettes  and  lip-sticks  1 
want  ? 

The  Obvious  Young  Man: 
All  of  them. 

The  Obvious   Young  Woman: 

And  will  you  dance  with  me  every 
night  until  four  in  the  morning? 

The  Obvious  Young  Man: 
Every  night. 

The  Obvious  Young  Woman: 

And  will  you  give  me  a  divorce 
when  I  say  the  word? 

The  Obvious  Young  Man: 

Of  course. 
The  Obvious  Young  Woman: 

Oh,  I  am  so  thrilled! 
The  Obvious  Young  Man: 

So  am  I. 

The  Obvious  Young  Woman: 

Dear. 
The  Obvious  Young  Man: 

Yes. 

The  Obvious  Young  Woman: 
Let's  get  married  to-morrow. 

— John   Torcross. 


The  One  Welcome  Companion 
for  a  "  Twosome  " 


The  old  adage  persists  that 
"  two  is  company,  three  is  a 
crowd."  It  is  a  rare  friend  who 
can  prove  the  exception  to  the 
rule  —  only  a  low  haunting 
melody,  a  subdued  grate  fire  or 
Moir's  Chocolates  can  play 
a  silent  part  when  he  feels  like 
singing  "You  are  my  Only 
Only." 

Take  along  the  one  welcome 


Moir's  are  always  unobtrusive, 
yet  a  part  of  the  party.  Touch 
her  lips  with  the  rare  flavor  and 
rich  substance  of  Moir*s  Choco- 
lates and  she's  almost  sure  to 
say  the  words  you  wish  to  hear. 
Delicious  chocolates  are  the  love 
charm  of  the  age — and  Moir's 
the  charm  of  charms. 

companion  for  a  "  twosome." 


Sold  in  your  Neighbourhood 


MOIRS      LIMITED 


HALIFAX 


MOIR'S    Chocolates 
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EDW&RDSBURG 


•mo^ic 


BRAND 

CORN  SYRUP 


C-Bl 


PQDftG 


The  pure  wholesome  corn 
syrup,  a  Standard  of  Quality 
for  over  25  years — ask  for  it! 

Write  for  EDWARDSBURG  Recipe  Book. 

THE  CANADA  STARCH  CO..  LIMITED- 
MONTREAL 
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Same   Thing  to  Him 
"Watcha  do  last  hour?" 
"Took  part  in  a  guessing  contest." 
"But   I   thought  you   had   an  exam 
in  math." 

"I   did."  — Brown   Jug. 

G— G— G 

Hunter:    "Were  you  ever  shot  at?" 
The   Guide:        "Yes,   but   I    flatter 
myself  it  was  always  by  mistake." 

—Life. 


"Pardon  me,  but  I  think  we  have 
some  common  ancestors,"  began  the 
young  man  in  the  bright  green  cap. 

"No  doubt  you  have,"  replied  Miss 
Cutting,  as  she  turned  her  back. 

— Colorado  Dodo. 
G— G— G 
A  man  was  standing  beneath  a  bridge 

When  it  crashed  down  on  his  head. 
"Death  was  caused  by  fallen  arches," 

The  coroner's  jury  said.     — Tiger. 


WLUibovm  3nn 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 
Phone:  Trinity  9354 

The   handiest   rendezvous   in   Toronto;    just 
across  the  street  from  the   University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 

LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a   la   carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 


A    Different  Job 

Foreman:  "Come  on,  get  a  move 
on!" 

Bricklayer:  "Gently  does  it.  Rome 
wasn't  built  in  a  day!" 

Foreman:    "No.     I  wasn't  foreman 
on  that  job!" — Nebelspatler,   Zurich. 
G— G— G 
Just  a  Mistake 

"Miss  Culycue,"  murmured  the 
office  manager  to  the  stenographer,  "I 
don't  want  to  be  harsh.  Nothing  like 
that.      I  really  don't." 

"Let's  have  the  answer,"  said  the 
damsel  nonchalantly.  "What's  gone 
wrong  now?" 

"I  just  want  to  ask  you  not  to  write 
your  young  man  during  business  hours. 
Letters  are  apt  to  get  mixed.  Herb 
and  Blurb  report  we  have  sent  'em  a 
shipment  of  love  and  kisses  instead  of 
the  axle  grease  they  ordered." 

— Pittsburg   Sun. 
G— G— G 
The  Rime  of  the  Belover  and 
His  Beloved 

The  Beloved  in  the  crooked  street 
Was    standing    in    the    snow, 
And  he  played  an  ancient  fiddle 
With  an  antiquated  bow. 

And  a  bright  beam   from  a   casement 
Left  invitingly  ajar, 
Fell  across  him  in  the  darkness 
Like  a  golden  scimitar. 

Then  he  raised  his  head  in  fancy 
And  he  sang ;  his  voice  was  sweet. 
Ah,  his  words  they  were  impassioned. 
Phrases  slightly  indiscreet. 

He  was  singing  of  her  beauty 
And  he  said  that  she  was  fair 
As  a  salmon  in  the  moonlight. 
As  a  sea  gull  in  the  air. 

His  Beloved  in  her  boudoir 
Made  a  very  sour  grimace 
And  regarded  in  the  mirror 
Her  most  appalling  face. 

Every  night  for  seven  winters 
He  had  sung  beneath  her  room 
As  the  night  flew  up  the  village 
Like  a  bat  with  wings  of  gloom. 

But  he  never  had  beheld  her 
For  she  kept  her  head  within, 
Always  gazing  in  the  mirror 
At  the  whiskers  on  her  chin. 

But  to-night  she  felt  romantic, 
Brought  her  monstrous  face  in  view. 
Her  Belover  went  on  singing. 
Those  were  all  the  words  he  knew. 

— /.  E.  M. 


Goblin 

Among  the  Jurors 

Among   the  jurors   summoned   was   a   woman   who   wished 
to  be  excused. 

"Well,  madam,  why  don't  you  want  to  serve  on  the  jury?" 
asked  the  judge. 

"I'm  opposed  to  capital  punishment." 

"But  this  is  merely  a  case  in  which  a  wife  is  suing  her  hus- 
band for  a  debt.  It  seems  she  gave  him  a  thousand  dollars  to 
pay  down  on  a  handsome  fur  coat  and  he  is  alleged  to  have 
lost  the  money  at  poker." 

The  woman  juror  spoke  up  promptly. 

"I'll  serve.     Maybe  I'm  wrong  about  capital  punishment." 

— Pittsburgh  Chronicle-Telegraph. 

G— G— G 

Squaring  the  Circle 

"PHE  immortal  Socrates  was  noted  for  his  quiet  humor.  It 
was  his  nightly  custom  to  forgather  with  a  circle  of  philoso- 
phers and  geometricians  about  a  convivial  bowl,  drawing  in- 
spiration from  the  vintage  of  Bacchus.  Following  the  end  of 
the  tenth  round  he  would  rise — for  it  is  written  that  he  always 
could  rise — and  address  the  symposium. 

"I  move,"  he  would  say,  "that  this  circle  go  home  and 
square  itself." 

And  so  seriously  did  the  multitude  take  him  that  the  squar- 
ing of  the  circle  grew  to  be  considered  impossible;  yea,  even 
unto  this  day.  — Life. 

G— G— G 

Ordinarily  a  woman  is  afraid  of  a  mouse,   but  not  if  she 
promised  to  love,  honour  and  obey  him. 

— Nelson  News. 


Guinea 
Go(d 

CIGARETTES 

Mild  and  Extra  Fine 

12  for  15c 

20  for  25c 

OGDEN'S  LIVERPOOL 
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Choose  any  Cloth 
—any  Style 

Made  to  Measure 


S 


24 


Overcoats 

Made  as  you 
want  them  —  to 
fit  you.  Any 
style  you  like; 
ulster,  raglan, 
chesterfield  in 
belted  or  half 
belted  models. 
Handsome  plaid 
back.     All   $24. 


Suits 


The  smart  new 
single  and  dou- 
ble -  breasted 
styles,  favoring 
the  new  blues  in 
plain  and  her- 
ringbone pat- 
terns.    All   $24. 


Tuxedos  and 
Evening 
Dress  Suits 

For  dinner  or 
formal  parties. 
Cut  to  fit  and 
smartly  tailored. 
$24 — no   more. 


Tip  Top  Tailors 

245  Yonge  Street,  Toronto 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St. 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


JOHN  W  DAVIS 

"STARTS  THING.S"  WITH 

A.-p<croiee  takcn  of 

HIM   (N  A  LOCOMOTIVE 
Ca6 


A      ft    -1     O    ^    fr   -O      OA^^      0      t-ii 


LA  FCU-LETTe. 
MAV   COUNTER. 
WITH    A    PICTURE 
OF  HIMSELF 
TAKEN    IM   A 
MORGAN    BANK; 


\ 

I 


mfc 


%^r 


!«£  PRUDENT  HASN'T   TJECN 
HEA(?0    FI?OM    AS   YET 
OUT  Hff    IS    PROBABLY 
ROSY     bP   IN  Tut 

iaihitc  house- 

ATTIC 


fbUTlCALLY  THlNKlNC,,  «JOHrf  RUFfrtECK, 
Th£  HE-MAN'S  PARTY  CANDIDATE, 
7HINKS   HE  WILL 

aer  the 

WOMAN 
VOTE 
IF  THIS 
PlCTUlie         ££&r     1  P&?, 


1HIS  (S  AMOS  DODD,  Th£ 
NO  MOiee  WAfe  PARTY  CANDI- 
DATE -  (AMOS  THINKS  THIS 
PICTURE  OF  HIMSELF  WviLC 
MAKE  Hltl"SOUD"  (AliTH  THE 
AMERICAN     LECjlOIS 


likewise.  HEiee  is  a  picture  of- 

TMRfcAN   FEATHER.S.    «■  HK..  ("CANDiDATC 
THIS     IS    COUNTED    OT1    TO    VVIIS     TflE 
pm-t-^-iAr~i    po^r£i^   vote 


The  Candidates 


-Frueh  in  N.  Y.  World. 


G— G— G 


Hadsum:   "I  want  a  good  revolver." 
Dealer:   "A  six-shooter?" 

Hadsum:    "Better    make    it   a    nine-shooter.      It's    for    a    cat 
next  door." 

— Dublin  Evening  Herald. 

G— G— G 

"I  told  him  I  didn't  want  to  see  him  any  more!" 

"What  did  he  do  then?" 

"Turned  the  light  out!'  — Pasquino,    Turin. 
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Joe  Gish  learns  about  women  from 

Aunt  Bertha 

the  demon  chaperone 


Doris  was  just  the  berries,  but  there  was 
one  bump  in  the  smooth  course  of  our  true 
love:  Aunt  Bertha,  the  demon  chaperone. 

Whenever  I  took  Doris  to  a  prom,  Aunt 
Bertha  canal-boated  along  with  us.  She 
objected  to  all  my  holds.  She  didn't  like 
the  music.  She  was  crabbing  the  party.  I 
tried  all  my  conversational  wiles  on  her. 
Her  reaction  was  G-6.  I  asked  her  if  she 
would  like  to  waltz.  She  was  rude  enough 
to  accept  and  it  took  half  George's  gin  to 
restore  me  to  normalcy. 

Finally,  in  sheer  desperation,  I  wrote  to 
the  Vogue  Information  Bureau  for  advice. 
Miss  McLean  replied  that  the  Marquis  of 
Queensberry  rules  didn't  permit  any  of  the 
drastic  measures  that  I  had  thought  of; 
and  besides,  the  police  were  very  clever. 
She  suggested  a  simpler  and  corking  plan. 


At  the  next  prom  I  parked  Aunt  Bertha  in 
a  corner,  and  handed  her  the  latest  copy  of 
Vanity  Fair.  She  picked  it  up  gingerly,  but  a 
few  minutes  later  I  saw  she  was  engrossed! 
Doris  and  I  stepped  out  to  see  the  Memorial 
Window  by  moonlight.  We  came  back  three 
dances  later.  We  hadn't  been  missed. 

Next  time,  I  took  Auntie  a  back  file  of 
Vanity  Fair  for  the  year  1924.  After  three 
hours,  we  found  her  reading  a  Stephen 
Leacock  article  to  a  delighted  circle  of 
faculty  members  and  wives.  The  Dean  of 
the  Graduate  School  was  so  intrigued  he 
didn't  realize  his  whiskers  were  caught  in 
Mrs.  Bascom's  beadwork. 

I  attribute  the  success  of  my  entire  season 
to  Vanity  Fair.     Try  it  on  your  chaperone. 


9* 


aJCoM^,. 


10  issues  for  $2 


VANITY    FAIR 


O   TEAR  IT  OUT  TEAR  IT  OUT  TEAR  IT  OUT  TEAR  IT 


OUT    FILL    IT    IN     FILL    IT    IN    FILL    IT    IN     FILL    IT    IN 


Vanity  Fair,  Greenwich,  Conn. 

Dear  Vanity  Fair: 

If  you  think  Aunt  Bertha  is  a  demon  chaperone, 


Name,  etc. 


3  you  ought  to  know  Miss  Rumford  at  Western   Park 

Seminary.     Enclosed    please    find    TWO    DOLLARS 
h  for  TEN  ISSUES.     I  need  the  first  one  for  the  Prom  H 

->  Tuesday.  _ 

3  Illustration  copyright  by  Vanity  Fair  Q 

PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW 

No.    1 
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"What's  the  Easiest  Car  to  Ride  In?" 

"Why,  of  course,  the  car  equipped  with— 

"Gutta   Percha" 


P 


UDT 


They  make  motoring  as  comfortable  as  riding  in  a  Pullman 
GUTTA  PERCHA  &  RUBBER,  LIMITED 

Head  Office  and  Factories:  Toronto        Branches  in  all  the  Leading  Cities  of  the  Dominion 


Knew  That  Much  Anyway 

A  certain  employee  in  a  big  manu- 
facturing concern  ambled  into  the 
office  about  9.30  and  found  the  boss 
infuriated. 


"Do  you  know  what  time  we  be- 
gin work  in  this  office?"  he  thundered. 

"No,  I  can't  say  that  I  do,"  re- 
plied the  tardy  one,  "but  they're  al- 
ways at  it  when   I   get  here." — Lyre. 
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says: 

"Once  over  the  face  is 
all  that  is  necessary 
for  a  super-velvet 
shave.  Thus  I  cut 
my  shaving  time  one 
half." 

RESULT:     SAVE8  YOUR  FACE  AND 
YOUR  TIME 


\41ety4uto-8t 


R6G      IN    CANADA 


azor 

sharpens  itself 


$5  up  to  $25;  other  models  at  lower  prices 
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The   Making  of  a   Hero 

A  certain  Mr.  Babbitt 
In  his  very  early  youth 
Formed  an  aggravating  habit, 
Which  his  friends  declared  uncouth. 

When    old    maids    said,    "Tootsie- 

wootsie!" 
Leaning  o'er  him  with  a  grin, 
He  would  hoist  his  little  footsie 
And  he'd  kick  'em  in  the  chin. 

When  his  years  had  reached  a  dozen 
He  could  wield  a  wicked  hoof 
And  he   kicked  his   wealthy   cousin, 
Hezekiah,  through  the  roof, 

Kicked  his  father,  kicked  his  mother. 
Kicked  his  little  sister,   Kate. 
Then  he  kicked  his  baby  brother, 
Kicked  him  through  the  garden  gate. 

Yes,  he  kicked  both  late  and  early 
And  developed  so  much  strength 
That  they  thought  his  ears  would  surely 
Reach  a  most  peculiar  length  .... 

But  the  years  bring  need  of  knowledge 
So  the  Babbitt  family  stints 
And  they  sent  him  off  to  college. 
While  they  put  themselves  in  splints. 

Now  the  family — 'tis  pathetic! — 
See  the  happy  parents  beam! — 
For  their  son  turned  out  athletic 
And  he  made  the  rugby  team. 

Now  he's  seen  in  rotagravure 
And  his  name  is  known  to  fame 
For  his   most  unique  behaviour 
Score   the   points   that  win   the   game! 

— F. 
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Whole  -  zamtly  Mppeai 
Makes  (joblmAdvertising  Pat/! 

In  Goblin  you  are  reaching  not  only  the  original  purchaser  of  the  subscription  or  the  single  copy — but  rather  his 


A 
A 


or  her  entire  family. 

ach  copy  of  Goblin  is  read  by  many  others  than  the  buyer  because  its  reader  interest  is  not  dependent  upon  age, 
i     sex  or  occupation. 

urther,   Goblin's  reader   interest  is  not  contingent  upon  a  date  line.      It  is  retained  when  newspapers  and  other 
magazines  are  thrown  away. 

s  Goblin  readers  are  people  in  comfortable  circumstances,  men  and  women  who  are  not  obliged  to  curb  their 
purchases  at  every  cry  of  "wolf,"  you  are  assured  then  of  buyers  at  a  time  when  you  need  them. 

generous  proportion   of  entertaining  editorial   matter  is    found    throughout    the    advertising    section,    resulting    in 
every  page  receiving  equal  attention. 

—  IN  A  WORD  — 

Goblin  advertising  reaches  the  entire  family  unit. 
Goblin  advertising  reaches  the  Well-to-do. 
Goblin  advertising  is  placed  next  much  of  best  editorial  content, 
thus  assuring  your  advertising  a  careful  reading. 


To  keep  Advertising  Rates  in 
line  with  rapidly  growing  cir- 
culation a  rate  increase  will 
be  necessitated  shortly. 


GOBLIN  ADVERTISING  PAYS! 

A  Quality  Medium,  Alive  from  Cover  to  Cover 
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Consider  This  Quartette 

IT  is  with  a  certain  modest  pride  that  we  call 
your  attention  to  this  group  of  names.  They 
arc  names  that  have  become  almost  a  house- 
hold word,  for  all  those  who  love  good  reading; 
the  stir  of  excitement;  the  lure  of  adventure;  the 
breath  of  life.  Consider,  then,  these  names: 
Rudyard  Kipling,  Rex  Beach,  Arthur  Stringer, 
W.  A.  Fraser.     Let  us  take  them  seriatim: 

The  Wish  House 

Here  you  have  Rudyard  Kipling  on  his  own 
ground  again.  It  is  a  striking  story  of  the 
strange  reactions  of  the  human  heart;  a  vivid 
and  poignant  presentation  of  a  human  experi- 
ence. There  is  here  the  Kipling  who  told  so 
vividly  the  story  of  "Mine  Own  People." 

Frenchy 

Here  is  Rex  Beach  back  in  his  own  well-loved 
location,  Alaska.  Here  is  a  story  told  with  all  the 
old  artistry,  and  elan  of  which  he  is  the  master. 
It  has  a  touch  of  humor,  too,  that  will  be  an 
added  delight  to  the  many  lovers  of  his  stories. 

The  Cat 

Arthur  Stringer  has  reached  the  acme  of 
suspense  and  horror  in  this  vivid  story.  It  is 
something  that  will  make  you  catch  your  breath. 
Its  setting  is  that  of  the  new  world  of  the  mov- 
ing pictures  that  Stringer  knows  so  intimately. 

The  Flippant  Flicker 

Anyone  who  likes  animal  stuff,  and  they  are  a 
wide  and  growing  fraternity,  will  be  delighted 
with  these  inimitable  studies  of  bird  life,  done 
as  only  Fraser  can  do  them. 

Seben  Come  'Leben 

Lennex  Ballister  is  with  us  again.  Archie 
McKishnie  takes  his  delightful,  da'rk-hued  hero 
through  other  amazing  and  amusing  adventures. 

The  Petroff  Treasure 

This  is  a  two-part  serial  by  David  Whitelaw. 
It  is  a  story  of  daring  adventure  and  surprising 
happenings,  that  change,  swiftly,  from  London 
to  Soviet  Russia. 

In  More  Serious  Vein 

Not  the  less  vivid  because  they  deal  with  estab- 
lished fact  rather  than  fiction,  are  the  articles 
in  this  issue. 

John  Nelson  tells  the  story  of  General  A.  D. 
McRae,  who  upset  the  political  apple  cart  in 
British  Columbia. 

In  "Canada's  Radio  Conscience,"  Elton  Johnson 
describes  the  advances  and  possibilities  and  prob- 
lems that  are  growing  up  around  this  great 
modern  invention. 

Then,  of  course,  there  is  the  Review  of  Reviews 
section  that  deals  with  sixteen  important  topics, 
every  one  of  them  interesting  and  worth  while. 

MACLEANS 

1      J  1  "CANADA'S  NATIONAL  MAGAZINE  " 


^There's 
something 
about  them 
you'll 

like" 


MR    Herbert    * 

Tareyton 

London  Cigarettes 


and  for  your  pipe 

LONDON  A 

SMOKING 
MIXTURE 

"THERE'S  SOMETHING  ABOUT  TT  YOU'LL  LIKE" 


"/  hear  Marise  has  given  up  her  work  as  a  fashion  model. 
"Yes,  she  said  she  didn't  like  to  be  in  a  place  where  people 
had  designs  on  her." 

G— G— G 

"I'm  looking  for  somebody  to  lend  me  ten  dollars." 
"Well,  it's  a  nice  day  for  it." 

— Flamingo. 


diola 

Super  Heterodyne 

(Second  Harmonic) 


'Music from  Across  the 
Continent  without  the 
Aid  of  Aerials  orMres 


Radiola  IIIA,  complete 
with  four  Radiotrons,  ear 
'phones  and  special  Rad- 
iola Loud  Speaker,  com- 
plete except  Batteries  and 
Antenna $115.00 


NO  longer  is  it  necessary  to  have  unsightly 
batteries,  ground  connections  or  aerials, 
in  order  to  enjoy  radio  reception.  The 
Radiola  Super  Heterodyne,  illustrated  above, 
contains  a  loop  antenna,  concealed  in  the  back  of 
the  cabinet,  which  will  receive  far  distant  stations 
without  further  connections  of  any  description. 
Provision  is  made,  however,  for  a  larger  external 
loop  should  one  be  desired. 

The  Radiola  Super  Heterodyne  is  non-radiating,  and  will 
not  interfere  with  any  other  receiving  set,  however  close 
it  may  be.  It  can  be  used  in  close  proximity  to  powerful 
broadcasting  stations,  and  yet  will  easily  tune  them  out 
in  favor  of  more  distant  stations. 

In  tuning  the  Super  Heterodyne,  the  various  stations  are 
picked  up  at  exactly  the  same  spot  each  time.  It  is  as 
simple  to  operate  as  a  gramophone. 

The  six  Radiotrons  are  operated  by  dry  cells,  and  the  set 
may  be  carried  with  perfect  ease.  The  cabinet  is  beauti- 
fully finished  mahogany,  equipped  with  a  leather  handle 
for  carrying  from  place  to  place. 

Radiola   Super    Heterodyne,    complete    with     the 
exception  of  Batteries $350.00 


"  Made  in  Canada  *  by 

Canadian  General  Electric  Co.,Limited 

HEAD  OFFICE  -TORONTO 

Sales  Branches  in  all  Large  Cities 
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]Pallerson!s  ChocolaUs 
Arc  £oocl  to  cat, 
Thecj  make  the  show 
Ajolla  treat. 


\  Jfellevson  Gairdti  Go.  / 


LIMITED 

TORONTO 
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